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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 

| have written quite a few Dave and Taylor / Foo Fighters fics and wanted to do something different, so | 
started scribbling and here they are in fantasy epic where they can do magic and stuffl It started out as a 
silly litte story that just kind of grew. It's a bit tongue in cheek, a real cliché, its just a bit of fun and not to 
be taken too seriously. 


It follows the standard fantasy epic formula-think Raymond Feist, David Eddings, Robert Jordan-and as usual 
there has to be a bad guy which | had trouble with casting and hope people aren't offended by my final choice. 


There are no elves, dwarves or dragons, | wasn't going that cliched, but maybe they will make an appearance in 
Part 2. 


| realize this isn't going to be everyone's cup of tea but it was fun to write something totally different. 
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A child of the west with the power of two, 
And a child bom of the lne of ancient mages, 


Together align, hearts clear and true, 
To wake Everlong from its sleep of ages. 


(Part of the Everlong Prophecy) 
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The flame burned for approximately two seconds before it flickered then disappeared. Taylor sighed and ran a 
hand over his face, he had been laboring over the elemental fire spell for two hours and so far all he had 
managed to achieve was a three second flame burst and to singe his hair. 


"Hawkins, are you trying to test my patience?" 


Taylor looked up at Spell Master Malleus who was standing in front of his work bench arms folded and foot 
tapping impatiently on the stone floor. 


'No sir." Taylor dropped his gaze to the open book on his bench. 
"So why is it that out of the whole class you are the only one who cannot manage this most basic of spells?" 
"| don't know sir" Even though he was now 22 Malleus always made Taylor feel like he was IO years old. 
Malleus slapped a hand on the bench making Taylor jump. “I seriously question your ability Hawkins, if it were 
not for your family's good name | would have sent you home long ago. You have no aptitude, no talent and you 


are a waste of my time." 


Taylor blinked back the tears from his eyes, he was used to the sarcastic remarks from the Spell Master but 


it didn't make them hurt any less. 


The sound of a bell ringing signaling the end of the lesson saved Taylor from any further embarrassment, he 
gathered up his books shoving them in his leather satchel before scrambling off the bench and darting out of 


the door. 


"Wait up Tay." Chris pushed his way through the throng of students in the passageway to catch up with his 
friend. "Are you ok?" 


Taylor glanced at his friend, Chris was a year older and had a quiet personality as opposed to Taylor's outgoing 
nature but he was Taylor's best friend, the only real friend Taylor had. 


"What the fuck do you think?" Taylor scowled as Chris fell in beside him. 
Chris placed a hand on Taylor's arm. "Don't let him get to you, Malleus is just a miserable old bastard" 


Taylor stopped walking, he shrugged off Chris's hand and glared at him. 


"Easy for you to say, you don't have any problems learning the fucking spells.’ Taylor didn't mean to sound 
pissed off at his friend but he couldn't help it, Malleus had upset him more than he was letting on. 


"Don't be such a dick Tay." Chris retorted. "| might be good with spells but I'm useless at Chemistry and you 


are near the top of the class." 


Taylor glowered at Chris. "That won't fucking matter if | fail Spell Craft, you need a pass in all subjects to 


graduate." 


"Then spend more time studying rather than fucking around practicing throwing knives." Chris was getting 
annoyed, Taylor could hear it in his voice. "Spells don't learn themselves." 


| wish they would, it would save me a lot of trouble." Taylor grinned. 
The bell rang again to signal the start of the next lesson. 


"Fuck, we're going to be late." Chris grabbed Taylor's arm, the two students ran through the hallway towards 
the history department and skidded round the corner. 


"Hawkins, Shiflett you're late." History Master Cheroux stood at the door to the lecture hall tapping his long 


fingers on the stone arch. 

‘Sorry sir." Taylor and Chris said in unison. 

"You will be, you are both assigned to library duty after class. Tardiness is not acceptable." 

Taylor groaned as they slid onto a bench at the back of the hall, library duty sucked, they were going to be 


spending the evening filing dusty books in the dusty library. He sometimes wondered why he'd ever wanted to 
attend the University of Elemental Arts as most of the time he found himself to be as miserable as fuck. 
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Taylor carried another armful of books from the return desk and wandered along the shelves restoring the 
books to their rightful place. He and Chris had been filing books for the past two hours and they were both 


hot, hungry and covered in dust. 


"Do you know where ‘Histories of Winterland Military Combat would go?" Chris asked. "With warfare or 
Winterland?" 


"You'd think they would invent a fucking spell for this" Taylor grumbled. "Some kind of homing spell so that the 


books would return themselves." 


"But how would we punish wayward pupils if there was no library duty?" The comment came from a tall, dark 


haired man leaning against a bookshelf. 


"Pat!" Taylor dumped his books on the floor and ran over to Pat throwing his arms around him. "When did you 
get back to Arlandria?" 


Pat was one of the junior masters at the university but being only IO years or so older than Taylor he was 
more of a friend than a teacher. He'd helped Taylor through his first end of term spell craft course and 
Taylor knew that without Pat's tutelage he would have failed and been sent back home. 


"This morning." Pat enveloped Taylor in a bear hug. "Looks like you haven't got any better behaved in my 


absence." 
Taylor grinned. "This is only my second punishment this term." 


Pat laughed and ruffled Taylor's hair. "This is only the second week of term." He looked over Taylor's head. "Hi 
Chris, he's not getting you in trouble too is he?" 


"Just being in the same room as Tay is enough to get me in trouble." Chris smiled. "Where have you been Pat? 


You've been gone for weeks." 
‘I've been back and forth between here and the University up in Winter Heights." Pat peeled Taylor's arms 
from around his chest. "Ill fill you in over a cup of brown beer but it will have to wait until you two finish 


here." 


"Can't you stay and help Pat? It will go faster with three of us." Taylor flashed Pat what he hoped was his 


most winning smile. 
"No way. I'm not spending hours filing moldy old books because you did something stupid” 


"Asshole." Taylor pouted. 


Pat chuckled. "See you in the Speckled Hen" He picked up the books that Taylor had dropped on the floor and 
piled them back in Taylor's arms. "If you manage to get out of here tonight that is." 


Pat strode out of the library chuckling to himself leaving Taylor and Chris to the pile of books that still needed 


returning to the shelves. 
Taylor kicked at a table. "This is fucking shit, it will take us all night to file all these." 


Chris sighed and picked up another armful of books. "Stop fucking whining Tay, the quicker we do this the 


sooner we will be out of here.” 


"One day I'm going to invent that book homing spell," Taylor grumbled as he slammed another book back on the 
shelf, "then Cheroux, Malleus and the rest can go fuck themselves." 
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Pat sat alone at a table in the back of the tavern, he took a sip from his mug of brown beer and studied the 
rest of the patrons. There was a sizable group of third year students at a large round table drinking heavily 
and betting even more heavily on a game of jacks and queens, the most popular card game in the 
Summerlands. The table nearest the bar held three university masters in quiet discussion, whilst two other 
masters sat on stools at the bar enjoying a late supper of venison stew. The table nearest the door was 
occupied by four younger men, first year students by the look of them, and at the table next to them were 
two men who appeared to be administrators judging by their dress coats. 


No one looked out of place except for the man sitting alone at a table on the far side of the bar. Pat couldn't 
see his face owing to the large brimmed hat the man was wearing and the fact his head was bowed as he 
read from a book placed on the tabletop. His clothes marked him as being relatively wealthy and Pat thought 
he could make out the green and red insignia of the Borderlands embroidered on the sleeve of his jacket which 
hung on the back of the chair. It wasn't unheard of for Borderlanders to be this far south but it certainly 
wasn't an everyday occurrence. Pat placed his mug back on the table and pulled out the letter from his pocket, 
he read it again, although he knew the contents by heart, before folding it carefully and slipping it back in his 
pocket. The letter gave Pat the authority to arrest the man he was seeking, the man who, if Pat was not 
mistaken, was sitting in the tavern wearing a floppy hat and reading a book. 


Pat was just about to quietly slip out of the tavern when the door flew open and a whirling jumble of arms 


and legs tumbled into the common room. The arms and legs resolved themselves into Taylor and Chris. 
"Pat," Taylor squealed. "We made it out and you're still here." 
Pat groaned as the man in the hat looked up at the commotion, it was definitely Mustaine, Pat could see his 


red hair, he was staring at Pat and recognition flickered across his face. The redhead quickly scooped up his 


book, pulled on his jacket and headed out the door. 


"Shit." Pat pushed back his chair and started to follow Mustaine out of the tavern but he was prevented from 
reaching the door by an excited blond with a grin full of teeth. 


"Where are you going Pat? We only just got here and we wanted to... 


"Not now Tay." Pat roughly pushed Taylor out of the way, he yanked open the tavern door and glimpsed 
Mustaine disappearing down an alleyway. Pat took off at a run towards the alleyway ignoring the startled shout 


from Taylor back in the tavern. 


Pat pounded down the narrow alley, it was a service alley running between the back entrances of numerous 
businesses and it was as dark as pitch. Pat muttered a spell under his breath, a small light appeared in front 
of him, just bright enough for him to see a few feet ahead but enough to prevent him tripping in the potholes 
that dotted the alley floor. He could see Mustaine up ahead, the redhead was only a few yards in front of Pat 
but he wasn't running, Pat wondered why until he saw the brick wall that turned the alley into a dead end. Pat 


slowed and came to a stop a few feet from Mustaine. 

"So you're the one they sent to find me." Mustaine smiled. "Been a long time Pat, and | must say | thought 
"Who said l'm not experienced?" Pat slid the knife from his belt and concealed it in his hand. "Give it up 
Mustaine, there's nowhere to go." 


"I think you will find you are mistaken" Mustaine flicked his hand, a bolt of blue energy shot across the alley 
hitting Pat in the chest. 


Pat collapsed to his knees the knife falling from his hand, the bolt had knocked the breath from his chest and 
he gasped trying to force some oxygen into his deflated lungs. 


"That was all too easy," Mustaine laughed. He crossed over to Pat, kicked the knife away and grabbed Pat's hair 
pulling his head up. "Maybe I'll let you live or maybe I'll send your head to the university as a token of my 
esteem." 

"Leave him alone you asshole." 

Mustaine flicked his hand again, the alley was flooded with a bright light which illuminated the two figures 
standing three yards away. Pat's stomach clenched as he recognized Taylor and Chris, the stupid fucking idiots 


were going to get themselves killed. 


"Are these children with you?" Mustaine smirked at Pat. "The university must be running out of trained mages 


if these are the best you can offer." 


"Don't... hurt...them." Pat managed to gasp out the words. 


"You're in no position to be making demands." Mustaine grinned. "And | like a bit of target practice." He raised 


his hand again then let out a howl. 


Pat saw blood dripping from Mustaine's fingers and the hilt of a knife buried in his palm. He glanced at Taylor 
who was lowering his arm from throwing the knife, he had no idea that the blond was so good at knife work 


"You little shits, you will pay for that." Mustaine pulled the knife from his hand and dropped it on the floor. He 


released Pat and took a step forward muttering a spell, a spell that Pat recognized as a death spell. 


"Run" Pat shouted at the two young men but neither moved, in fact he could see Chris's mouth moving as he 


cast his own spell. "No! Chris no." 


The air crackled with the build up of energy, Pat could see the glow of magic surrounding both Mustaine and 
Chris as they readied their spells. He saw the knife Mustaine had dropped a few feet from him and inched 
forward on his hands and knees towards the weapon. Another bolt of blue energy hit Pat, Mustaine hadn't even 
turned around but the bolt hit Pat as though he had been looking straight at him. Pat collapsed on the ground, 
his muscles in spasms from the force of the bolt and his energy channels blocked preventing him from casting 


a spell of his own. 


He lifted his head to see Mustaine release a bolt of red energy, the death spell, which was heading straight for 
Taylor and Chris. Chris threw up his hands releasing his own spell, a mix of purple and yellow energy which Pat 
had never seen before, and the two spells intersected with a huge boom. The backwash of magic hit Pat like a 
hammer blow and the last thing he saw before he lost consciousness was Chris and Taylor falling to the floor 


clutching at their heads. 


Chapter 2 


Chris opened his eyes. He felt like he had run into a brick wall at full pelt; his ached all over, his head was 
pounding and his vision was blurry as though he was looking through a curtain of mist. He was in the 
university infirmary, he could smell the antiseptic herbs, and if he was in the infirmary it meant he was still 


alive. 
He quickly checked his limbs, none were missing and they all appeared to be working which was a miracle given 
the strength of the spell the red-haired man had thrown at him. He wasn't quite sure how he had managed to 


survive intact but he knew he had been lucky. 


"What the fuck did you think you were doing?" Pat growled from the foot of the bed. "You could have been 
killed you fucking idiot" 


"I didn't think, | just knew | had to try and stop that asshole from killing us." Chris blinked trying to force his 
eyes to focus but the blurriness didn't diminish. Pat was just a fuzzy blob but Chris could make out enough to 
reassure himself that Pat was also in possession of all his limbs. 


"It was the single most stupid fucking thing you have ever done in your life." 


Chris didn't need to see Pat to know that he was as angry as hell and it took a lot to get Pat angry, he was 


one of the most even tempered people Chris had ever met. 


"And what the fuck was that spell you cast? I've never seen anything like it" The anger was still apparent but 


it was now mixed with something that sounded like awe. 


"| don't know," Chris said. "I was trying to throw up a shield and cast a reflection spell to send the spell back 
towards that red-haired guy, then at the last moment | added a disintegration spell." 


"You were lucky Chris, that was a death spell Mustaine threw at you." 


Chris shivered, death spells were complex and dangerous and only powerful magicians could successfully cast 


them. Pat was right, he had been lucky, fucking lucky. 
"How long have | been out? And what about Tay? Is he ok?" 
"You've been out for 12 hours. Tay's fine, he has a bitch of a headache but apart from that he's fine." 


Chris knew how Taylor was feeling, his head hurt like a bastard too. "Who was that guy? And what happened 


to him?" 


Chris had never seen a mage that strong before, even the masters at the university couldn't control that 


much energy. 

"Later Chris, you need to rest up, you absorbed a lot of that energy from that spell" Pat walked round the 
bed and placed a kiss on the top of Chris's head. "And thank you, if you and Tay hadn't been there | would 
probably be dead. Now get some rest, we'll talk later." 
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Chris looked over his shoulder, Mustaine, was still behind him chasing him through the dark passageways that 
ran beneath the university and hurling the death spell at Chris as he ran. Chris had managed to dodge the 
bolts of red energy but as he turned down a tunnel he ran into a dead end, there was no way out, Mustaine 


had him trapped. The mage smiled, raised his hand and released the spell sending the red bolt straight at Chris, 
the bolt hit him and he screamed as the energy burnt him to a crisp from the inside. 


Chris forced his eyes open, Taylor was sitting on the bed his eyes wide with fear and his face a pasty white 


color. 


"Fuck Chris, you scared the shit out of me. | thought you were dying, you were screaming the place down. 
What the fuck were you dreaming about?" 


Chris shivered despite the warmth in the room. "Mustaine, | was dreaming about Mustaine." 
"Who the fuck is he? Pat wouldn't talk about him, did he say anything to you?" 


Chris shook his head. "Where is Pat?" 


"He's with Chancellor Silva. There's something more to this Chris, something big." Taylor grimaced. “And | don't 
think it's anything good." 


"You have more perception than | give you credit for Hawkins." 


Chris and Taylor straightened at the sound of the voice, the voice of the head of the university, Chancellor 


Silva. 
"Thank you sir." Taylor stammered as Silva crossed the room to Chris's bedside. 


The Chancellor was a tall man of middling years, his greying hair was swept back from his face giving him a 
regal look which was further enhanced by the gold chains of his office. 


"How are you feeling Shiflett? | hear you managed to deflect a death spell, not something | would expect a first 
year student to be able to handle." Silva's smile touched his lips but not his eyes. 


"l'm fine sir, thank you sir." Chris mumbled. 


"Good" Silva's smile disappeared. "| want the two of you in my office at the third hour bell, we have things we 
need to discuss. Do not be late." Silva swept out of the room pulling the door closed behind him. 


"What the fuck?" Taylor stared at Chris. "What the fuck is going on?" 


"I have no idea but | have a bad feeling about this," Chris said, "a really bad feeling.” 
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Taylor tied his hair back, tugged at his shirt to try and pull out the creases and brushed the dirt off his 
pants, this was as well presented as he was going to get. Chris stood beside him in the antechamber to the 


Chancellor's office as they waiting for their meeting, the bell tolled for the third hour and the door opened. 
"Come in" Silva ushered them into the office. 


Taylor had never been in the Chancellor's office, it was a big room but it was made to feel smaller by the 
enormous desk set in front of the window and the large bookcases which ran along the side wall. Pat was 
lounging against the opposite wall, he smiled briefly at the two men and nodded at the two chairs in front of 
the desk. 


Taylor took the chair on the left, he glanced back at Pat who now had a slight frown on his face, then turned 
back to face the Chancellor who had settled himself behind the desk. 


"What | am about to tell you is not to be repeated, if | hear that you have spoken about what we discuss 
here today with anyone other than myself or Pat the consequences will be severe." Silva's green eyes bored 


into Taylor. "Do you understand?" 
Taylor and Chris nodded, the chancellor scared seven shades of shit out of both of them. 


"We are fighting a war, a war that if we lose will change the whole world and threaten our very existence." 


Silva leant back in his chair. "You know of the Everlong Crystal?" 


The Everlong Crystal was, supposedly, the source of all magic and the most powerful object on the planet. 
Legend had it that the crystal had been hidden by a group of mages a thousand years ago to protect it from 
being used for malevolent purposes and its whereabouts had been the subject of many searches over the 


years. 


"The black mages have been searching for the crystal for centuries, and now that Mustaine is leading the 
black circle he is intensifying the search. | need not tell you what would happen if they found it” 


Taylor nodded, If the crystal existed and if the black mages had the crystal in their possession they would be 


able to control the whole world. 


"Pat has been working with his network of agents to capture Mustaine but we have been unable to get to him. 
We need to take a different tack, we need to find the Everlong Crystal before Mustaine and bring it here." 
Silva leant forward. "And you two boys are going to be the ones to do that.” 


Chapter 3 


The Chancellor had dismissed them from his office leaving Pat to explain the rest, he had led them through 
the university to a small room in the history wing that served as Pat's office. 


"What the fuck Pat?" Taylor could hardly comprehend what he had been told. "The Everlong Crystal? It's 
actually real? And you want me and Chris to find it and bring it back here?" 


"Why us?" Chris asked at the same time. "Why choose us?" 


Pat held up a hand to silence the two men. "Yes Taylor it's real, and yes we want you to find the it. And as to 


why you two in particular that is something we can talk about on the journey’ 

"Journey?" Taylor glanced at Chris who seemed equally surprised. "What journey?" 

"To find the crystal. Unless you think the crystal is here in the university?" Pat smiled 

"| haven't got a fucking clue where the crystal is" Taylor said "I wouldn't know where to start looking” 
"We have an idea where to start" Pat grinned at the two men. "We need to go to Winter Heights’ 
"That's fucking hundreds of miles from Arlandria" Chris's eyes grew wide. "When do we need to leave?" 
Pat stood up and opened the door. "Tonight. Go pack your bags boys, we're going on a road trip" 
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Taylor had tried stuffing everything in his travel pack but soon realized that unless he placed things in neatly 
he was never going to fit it all in. He sighed, emptied everything back out on his bed and began folding, he 
hated folding almost as much as he hated spell class. 


Ten minutes later he had everything neatly packed, he placed his pack by the door and pulled out his two 
tambours from under the bed. Pat had told them that they would be traveling under the guise of musicians; 
Taylor had been drumming on tambours since he was five years old and he liked to think he was pretty shit 
hot, Chris was a great cittern player, as was Pat, so between them they should be able to play the part. 


Taylor took one last look around his room, he wasn't sure when he would be coming back, part of him was 
worried that he wouldn't even make it back, and on a whim he grabbed his copy of "Tales of The Winterlanas’, 
a book which had been in his family for generations. He had read it countless times but it was something 
familiar and he suddenly felt the need for a connection with home. Taylor came from a long line of mages all of 
whom had studied at the university, it had been Taylor's ambition to continue the tradition and become the 
greatest mage in his family's history but given his ineptitude at spell work it seemed he would be the first in 


his family to fail 
The door rattled open and Chris stuck his head into the room. "You ready Tay?" 


Taylor picked up his pack and stuffed the book on top. "I guess so." He grabbed his tambours and followed Chris 
out into the passageway. "This is fucking weird Shifty.” 


Chris snorted. "Seriously fucking weird, but | don't think we have a choice." Chris had his cittern slung over his 
back and his pack over his right shoulder. "Pat said to meet him in the stables." 


"Great" Taylor rolled his eyes. "I hate horses, their long faces creep the shit out of me." 
"Better horses than walking.” Chris grinned. 


It was past midnight and the passageways were deserted as they made their way down to the stables where 
Pat was waiting with three saddled horses and a pack horse. 


"Get settled, | want to leave straight away." Pat took the packs and instruments and tied them to the pack 


horse whilst the boys mounted their horses. 


Taylor's horse, a dappled mare, backed away and stamped her feet as Taylor approached, she tossed her head 
blowing heavily through her nostrils. 


"Come on girl," Taylor held out his hand palm up "come back here." 
The mare cautiously sniffed at Taylor's hand and he made a grab for her reigns pulling her towards him. He 
got a foot in a stirrup and hauled himself into the saddle, the mare snorted her disapproval then bucked 


almost dislodging Taylor from the saddle. 


"For fucks sake Tay get her under control" Pat checked the packs and swung up on to his horse. "I thought 
you had a way with the ladies.” 


Taylor grunted as he pulled on the reigns to steady his horse, out of the corner of his eye he saw Chris 
grinning, he flipped him off and turned his mount to face the path leading away from the stables. 


"We go out by the East gate." Pat touched his heels to his horse to get her moving. 
"But Winter Heights is north of here," Chris commented, "so why are we using the East gate?" 
"In case we're being watched" Taylor glanced at Pat who nodded. "Make them think we are headed east" 


Chris had a panicked look on his face. "Fuck. This is serious shit isn't it?" 


"Yes Chris, this is serious fucking shit." Pat set off down the path. "Keep up, we have a long way to go before 


we can rest." 
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They travelled in silence for four hours, they pushed the horses hard as Pat wanted to put as much distance 


between them and university as possible before anyone noticed their absence. 
The sky was starting to lighten when Pat finally called a halt by a small copse of trees. 


"We stop here for a few hours rest," Pat dismounted and led his horse into the copse, "no time for tents, we 


sleep in the open" 

Taylor knew Pat wanted them to be able to make a quick getaway if they needed to which was why they 
weren't pitching the tents. He followed Pat into the trees, he tethered his horse and grabbed a bedroll and 
blanket from the pack horse laying it out on the ground. Chris followed suit laying his bedding next to Taylor. 


"No campfire tonight" Pat pulled a short sword from his pack. "I'll stand watch, you two get some sleep." 


"But when will you sleep?" Taylor stared at the sword, he had never seen Pat with a sword, he didn't even 


know Pat owned one. 
| slept earlier. Just get some rest." Pat glanced around and then disappeared into the trees. 


Taylor lay down and pulled the blanket up to his chin, he was scared he realized, he closed his eyes willing 
himself to go to sleep. 


"No," Taylor whispered back, "but I'll be glad he does if we bump into that Mustaine fucker again" 
"| dont think a sword will be much use against him 

Taylor remembered the bolt of red energy that Mustaine had thrown at them. "I guess not! 

‘Im scared Tay, are you scared?" Chris's voice was shaky. 

"Yes," Taylor admitted, ‘lm scared shitless" 

Chris wiggled closer so that he was pressing against Taylor, the warmth of his body was welcome. 


"Do you believe it, about the Everlong Crystal? | thought it was just a legend" 


Taylor sighed. "I don't know, but Pat and Silva believe it and | don't think they would be chasing after a 
fairytale." 


"If it's true then the whole world is in danger. And how the fuck are we supposed to find it, it's been lost for a 
thousand years." 


"Pat has a plan, and | trust Pat with my life." Taylor yawned, he suddenly felt really tired. "We should get some 


sleep, | don't know about you but I'm fucking exhausted and | expect Pat will push us hard again tomorrow." 
"Yeah you're right." Taylor felt Chris shuffle around next to him. "Night Tay." 


"Night Shifty." Taylor closed his eyes and, despite his fear, he fell asleep within minutes. 


Chapter 4 


Pat checked on Taylor and Chris, they were curled up next to each other sound asleep, they looked so young 
that Pat had a sudden flash of guilt at dragging them into this, he knew it was dangerous and he also knew 
that they might not come out of this alive. But Taylor and Chris were important, no crucial, to the success of 


the quest, without both of them they stood no chance of defeating Mustaine and his black mages. He fed the 


horses some grain before gently shaking the two younger men awake. 
"Time to go." 


They rolled up their bedding without a word and within five minutes they were mounted and ready to go, Pat 


was impressed with how well they were coping. 


Pat handed out bread, cheese and water skins. "We head a few more miles east then turn north. There is 


someone we need to call on, we will need his help but he will need some persuading." 

They ate in the saddle as they rode eastwards, Pat kept a steady pace, not too hard as to tire the mounts 
but hard enough to eat up the miles. They were riding across grassy flatlands, the trails were well used 
making the riding fairly easy on both horse and riders. They had been riding for several hours but they still 
had another few hours in the saddle before they could stop for the night. Chris was a fair rider but Taylor 
looked uncomfortable in the saddle, he was going to be sore tonight and Pat knew that Taylor was not one to 
keep his grumbles to himself. He made a mental note to make sure Taylor had plenty of wine when they 
stopped for the night which would numb his pain and, with any luck, numb his mouth. 

"Why are we here Pat?" Chris broke the silence. "Why us?" 


Pat had known this conversation was coming but he had hoped that it would be several more days before they 
asked the question. He had promised himself that he wouldn't lie to them but now that it came to it he found 
he didn't want to tell them the truth, he took a deep breath and steadied himself before he spoke. 

"Because you two are the key to finding Everlong.’ 

"So Everlong is real. What makes you think we are the key?" Chris sounded skeptical. 

"The Everlong prophecy.” 


"But that's just an old fucking song." Taylor laughed. "Hello, I've waited here for you Everlong." 


"That's the version we sing today but the original version was part of a longer prophecy written by one of the 


mages who hid the crystal” Pat was surprised his voice sounded so calm. 


"You're joking right? That prophecy is just a jumble of meaningless words." Taylor grinned. "Whoever wrote that 


must have been smoking greenleaf.” 


"No Tay, the prophecy was written by a mage a thousand years ago. And we believe it holds the clues to 


Everlong's location” 

"So what did the original version say?" Chris asked quietly. "And why are we the key?" 
"Well, the first line is actually ‘Halo, m weighted here for you Everlong!" 

"That still makes no fucking sense” Taylor scoffed 

"We still don't understand the full meaning but that's why we are going to see Dave. 
"Who's Dave?" Chris asked 


"Dave Grohl. He's a mage, of sorts, he has an affinity with words, with language, he can help us understand the 
true meaning of the prophecy and help us work out where the crystal is hidden." 


"But | still don't see why it involves us." Taylor said. "Me and Chris have nothing to do with this." 
Pat's stomach clenched, he didn't want to lay this on Taylor but he knew he had to tell him. 
"The reason you are important Tay is because it was your ancestor who wrote the prophecy.” 
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Dave was working on translating an old text when he felt the prickle on the back of his neck that told him 
someone was approaching his cabin. He had set up wards around the property extending several miles out that 
would let him know if anyone was passing by. The prickling was more like an itch which meant that they had 
only crossed the outermost ward but it put Dave on alert. He put the text book away, lay on his bed and 
closed his eyes. He slowed his breathing then extended his senses out towards the ward where the disturbance 


had occurred trying to read the travelers who had crossed into his territory. 


At first he couldn't sense anything, whoever it was had set up shields preventing him from seeing anything, he 
muttered a spell which didn't exactly dissolve the shield but made it semitransparent allowing him to catch 
glimpses of the travelers. There were three of them, all on horseback, two were young men who were 


unknown to him but the third was someone he knew well, someone he had once been close to. 


The shock of sensing Pat pulled Dave out of his trance. What the fuck was Pat doing coming here? He hadn't 
seen Pat for years, not since he left the university, and he thought he would never see him again, especially 
since they had not parted on the best of terms. The prickle on Dave's neck turned into a burning sensation, 

they had crossed the second ward which meant they were definitely heading towards the cabin and he didn't 


have a lot of time to prepare. 


Dave set up the distortion barriers around the cabin creating the appearance of thick woodland, pulled on his 
cloak and slipped into the woods surrounding his home. He knew Pat was coming from the south so he 
strengthened the southern barrier whilst he made his way through the trees towards the three men He felt 
a sharp pain in his neck indicating that they had passed through the third ward and they were only a few 
minutes away. The forest was dense cutting out a lot of the natural light making riding difficult but the dense 
leaf fall on the forest floor would muffle the sound of their approach making it difficult to hear the riders 


approach. 


Dave cast a sound enhancing spell and cast it out in the direction he had felt the breach of his ward. With the 
additional acoustics he could hear the men approaching, he hunkered down behind a fallen tree and waited for 
them to come into view. A minute passed then three men on horseback appeared in the clearing, Pat and two 
young men with a pack horse trailing behind. Dave held his breath, with any luck the distortion barrier would 
conceal his cabin from view by creating the illusion of trees and the men would pass by without realizing 


there was anything else in the vicinity. Pat looked around, he called a halt and squinted at the illusion 


"Not bad Dave, its a good illusion’ Pat called out, "but | know you're there. | need to talk to you, | need to talk 


to you about Everlong." 


Dave sucked in a breath. The Everlong crystal was one of his obsessions, he had worked on it back in the 
university and he had made some progress. Why was Pat here asking about Everlong? His curiosity was peaked 
but he wasn't about to let his guard down, especially not with two strangers riding with Pat. 


"Don't make me force you out into the open Dave, I'm here because it's important. I'm here because of what 


happened to you, to Kurt” 


A wave of anger passed through Dave, how dare Pat mention Kurt, how dare he bring him into this. Kurt 
wasn't involved in this any longer, he had nothing to do with whatever was happening now, and for Pat to even 


mention his name made Dave as angry as hell 


"Fuck off Pat." Dave used a spell to project his voice around the whole clearing so that Pat wouldn't be able to 


pinpoint his position. 


‘I'm not leaving without talking to you Dave, so either come out and talk or | will burn this whole forest down 


and force you out. Don't be a dick about this." 


Dave considered his options; he could wait it out, hope Pat was bluffing and wait for him to leave, he could 
fight Pat and the other two men and hope that he won, or he could talk to Pat. He knew Pat was stubborn so 
he was unlikely to just give up and leave, he could probably take Pat in a fight but the two other men were 
unknowns and he might not be able to take all three of them which left just one option. 


"This better be fucking good Pat, if this is a waste of my time | swear to god | will kick your ass all the way 
back to Arlandria." 


Dave dropped the distortion image, got to his feet and stepped into the clearing. Pat leapt off his horse tossing 
the reigns to the blond haired man and pulled Dave into a hug. 


"Is so fucking good to see you. How have you been?" 
Dave looked up at his old friend. "I was fucking great until you turned up. What the fuck do you want?" 


Pat laughed. "What do | want? | want you to help save the world.” 


Chapter 5 


Mustaine paced back and forth across his room at the chapter house, he had been dragged away from the 
alley by David after his death spell had disintegrated and carried back to the large manor house by several of 
his personal guards. He was angry, no he was furious, he'd had that asshole Smear in his hands and he'd been 


thwarted by children. By two fucking untried kids. 
"Please calm down Dave." 


Dave turned and glared at the figure on the bed. "Don't tell me to calm down David, | had Smear under my 
control and | got wounded by two fucking snot nosed kids." 


He flexed his hand, David had healed the wound leaving a small scar but Dave could feel the injury burning into 
his skin There was something about the blond who had thrown the knife that made the scar burn even after 
healing, he could almost feel the young man, almost pinpoint his location. It was certainly unusual and Dave 
needed to understand what the feeling was, who the blond haired student was. 


And then there was the other one, the one who had destroyed his death spell sending it back at Dave knocking 
him unconscious. How the fuck had he done that? Dave had felt the power in the brunette's spell, he was still 
a student but he had the potential to be one of the strongest mages alive, Dave needed to either destroy him 


or bring him into the black circle. 
"Any word from the circle? Have they located Smear?" 


"He and the boys were seen leaving Arlandria through the East gate early hours of the morning.” David read 
from the report he had received a few hours previously. "We have a few men following but no updates, | 


should get a report in the next hour or so." 


"| want to know the minute you receive it" Dave sat on the bed next to the younger mage. "We are so close 


David, so close to finding Everlong." 


He wrapped his arms around David kissing him roughly and biting his bottom lip so hard he drew blood. "And 


when we do the whole world is going to bow down to me." 
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David ran his tongue over his lip, it was sore and swollen from Dave's bite, he could have easily healed it but 


Dave liked him to wear his wounds like a badge of honor, a badge of ownership. 


He had been Dave's lover for nearly two years and in that time he had seen the redhead change from a 
smiling, happy mentor to a scowling, angry control freak. Since Dave had joined the black circle their once gentle 
lovemaking had turned in to sadistic sessions of pain and punishment; David had accepted the changes, had even 


found them arousing, but he was now tiring of Dave's jealousy and control. 


David sighed and turned his attention to the pile of reports, he needed to read them all, cross reference each 
search with previous findings and present a summary report to Dave. There were teams out across the whole 
western continent searching for the Everlong Crystal, every lead no matter how small had been diligently 
investigated and followed up until it was proved to be false. The prize was too big to ignore any information 


relating to its hiding place no matter how fantastical or improbable it seemed. 


But now there was the university to take care of, David had known that the university were actively looking 
for the crystal but up until recently their searching had been half-hearted whereas now it appeared that they 
were taking things far more seriously. And it was driving Dave's obsession with finding the crystal to new 
heights, he was becoming careless, had David not been close by the alley when Dave had confronted Smear and 


been able to get him away he was sure that Dave would now be a prisoner of the university. 


The pile of reports were not going to read themselves, David picked up the first report and skimmed through 
the frankly atrocious handwriting. It detailed the findings of a team out in the Winterlands which was basically 
nothing, another false lead, he marked the search off in the ledger he kept and moved on to the next. The next 
dozen reports were similarly unfruitful and David groaned as he added up the cost of all these wasted 
journeys, he had tried to get Dave to scale back the search teams but Dave had insisted that they continue 


to follow every lead and it was costing a king's ransom. 


A runner brought in the latest status report from the team following Smear, David read it and read it again 


to make sure his eyes weren't deceiving him, then he ran from the room to find Dave. 
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Dave studied the map on the table, it was covered with red dots indicating places where the teams had 
searched yet they still were no closer to finding Everlong than they had been two years ago. He knew it was 
out there, he knew it was real and he knew he was going to be the one that found it. And once he did he was 
going to turn the whole world upside down, he was going to make the whole fucking world worship at his feet 
and he would destroy anyone who didn't fall in line. 


The door to his room flew open, Dave turned from the map to see David standing in the doorway with a 
report in his hands. 


"What is it David?" He was annoyed that David hadn't knocked before entering his room, he would deal with 


that insubordination later. 


"I just received the report from the team following Smear." David's hazel eyes were wide with shock, or maybe 
excitement Dave wasn't quite sure. 


"And?" 


"Smear and the two boys are traveling north" David chewed on his bottom lip making it bleed again, he had 
something more to say but obviously didn't want to say it. 


"Spit it out David" 
"They are with Grohl." David flushed red and dropped his eyes to the floor. 
Dave felt anger pulse through his body, he had hoped never to hear the name Grohl again. 


“That little shit, | should have killed him when | had the chance." Dave grabbed David's wrist and threw him on 
the bed. "You're not still holding a torch for him are you?" He straddled the younger man leered down at him. 


"No.....n0." David swallowed hard. 


"Because if you are | will have to beat it out of you." Dave could feel David trembling beneath him, he loved it 
when he had David under his control, it excited him. 


"No | promise. There's only you." 


Dave slapped David hard across the face. "But you thought about him, | know you did" He slapped him again, a 
red imprint of his hand clearly visible on the pale skin. 


I'm sorry, m sorry.” Tears slid from David's hazel eyes. 

Dave's cock was throbbing in his pants, his anger making him hard and the sight of his lover cowering beneath 
him made him harder still. Dave yanked David's pants down, his cock was equally hard and it bounced against 
his stomach. 

‘Is this because you were thinking about him?" Dave squeezed the younger man's cock. 

"No, no, its because of you." David squirmed on the bed. "I love you Dave, only you." 

Dave laughed. "How fortunate that Grohl and | share a name, you can lie and tell the truth at the same time." 
"Please Dave, it's only ever been you." 

David pulled his own pants down releasing his cock "You need to be punished David, you know that don't you?" 
David nodded as Dave pulled him to the end of the bed then bit back a scream as Dave forced himself into 


him with no preparation. Dave smiled as he fucked his lover, one day he was going to do this to Grohl except it 
would be with his sword blade not his dick, and he was going to laugh the whole fucking time. 


Chapter 6 


Taylor and Chris hobbled the horses outside the cabin that Dave called home. It was little more than a shack 
built from raw wood in a small clearing hidden within the forest. Even without the false images Dave had cast 
Taylor didn't think he would be able to find the cabin, the trails had been practically invisible and the foliage so 
thick that it effectively hid the clearing from view. 


"He doesn't look like a Mage," Chris whispered. "He looks like wild man" 


Taylor glanced over his shoulder at Dave, he was a few inches taller than Taylor and at a guess a few years 
older but it was hard to tell; his brown hair was long and matted into clumps matching the long dirty beard 
that hid his face. The only thing about Dave that didn't appear wild were his eyes, Taylor had noticed that his 
eyes were a warm chocolate brown but they seemed to be filled with sadness and he wondered what had 


happened to make him so sad. 
"He's a feral" Taylor whispered back. 


Most mages inherited their abilities from family who could trace their lineage back hundreds of years, both 
Taylor and Chris came from long established lines and, as Taylor had just discovered, his line went back at 
least a thousand years. But every now and then a child with ability was born to a non-established line, a 
genetic anomaly, and these were referred to as feral mages. It was used as an insult and feral mages were 
often ostracized by both their own families and the mage communities, there was a higher burn out rate 


among the feral mages as they struggled to understand and control their power. 

"But he was a student at the university,” Chris hissed at Taylor, "and the university doesn't accept ferals." 
Taylor shrugged. "That's what Pat told me, why don't you ask him yourself” 

"Ask who what?" Pat clapped a hand on Taylor's shoulder. 

"Nothing." Taylor felt slightly embarrassed to be talking about Pat's friend. 

Pat smiled at the two men. "Dave is unique, yes he is a feral but he had the backing of several influential 
people so he was accepted to study at the university. He worked hard to be accepted but the prejudices were 
too much for him and he dropped out." Pat's smile faded. "Dave is one of the most generous people | know, do 


not judge him on his birth line or appearance but judge him on his character." 


"Are you coming in or are you going to stand there talking about me?" Dave voice held no hostility just the 
tone of acceptance, he was used to people talking about him which made Taylor sad. 


"We're coming." Pat called over his shoulder. He turned back to Taylor and Chris. "Remember Dave is a friend, 


my friend, and we need his help. If you have a problem with Dave you have a problem with me. Understand?" 


Both Taylor and Chris nodded, 
"Good, bring the rations sack Chris l'm sure we could all do with a hot meal." 


Taylor's stomach rumbled, he was starving and a hot meal sounded good. "As long as Chris isn't cooking, he can 


burn water." 
Pat laughed. "I'll cook, and if you don't fucking like it you can go to sleep hungry." 
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Dave studied the two men that had accompanied Pat as they sat at his rough hewn table peeling carrots that 
he had gathered from the vegetable patch behind the cabin. Introductions had been made and Dave recognized 


the names of Hawkins and Shiflett as two well respected mage families. 


Both men were young and inexperienced but the shorter of the two held exceptional potential, Dave could feel 
the power radiating from the dark haired student and he hoped he would learn to control it before it burnt 


him up from the inside. 


The blond man was totally different, he held power but it felt muted somehow, like it was a dream of energy 
rather than actual energy. Dave couldn't quite explain it but it intrigued him and he made a mental note to ask 
Pat about it. 


The two students had finished peeling and chopping the carrots, Taylor took the prepared vegetables over to 
the Pat whilst Chris cleaned up the table. 


Pat was at the fireplace cooking up a stew in the pot hanging over the fire, Dave had roasted a couple of 
rabbits the day before which Pat was cooking along with some herbs, spices, and rice from the rations sack. 
He added the carrots and stirred the vegetables into the stew, the smell was delicious and Dave's mouth was 


already watering in anticipation. 


"Sit down Tay, you're driving me mad with all that pacing about." Pat waved a wooden spoon at the blond who 
was wandering around the cabin. "Just sit the fuck down" 


| can't," Taylor moaned, "my ass fucking hurts. I'm saddlesore, riding sucks." 


"Chris go fetch a couple of bottles of wine and pour us all a large cup." Pat smiled at Taylor. "And give Taylor 
two cups see if that doesn't cure his sore ass." 


Chris dug out two bottles of wine from the ration pack and four cups which he filled to the brim before 
handing them out. 


Dave picked up his cup and raised it to his lips, he hadn't had wine for a long time, he usually drank his 
homemade brew made from fermented berries and herbs, the sweet red wine tasted like cherry and oak and 


Dave took a deep swallow. 

Taylor giggled and took an equally large mouthful, he grinned at Dave and clinked his cup against Dave's. 
"Cheers Dave." 

Dave found himself smiling back. "Cheers Taylor." 


Pat placed bowls of steaming stew on the table. "First we eat then we talk" He glanced at Taylor. "And if you 
pass out drunk before we finish you're sleeping with the horses.” 
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Dave looked tired Pat thought, maybe it was his disheveled appearance but his friend looked worn out and older 
than his 25 years. Pat hadn't told Taylor and Chris the whole story about Dave dropping out of the university, 
the truth was far more complicated and painful, and that pain was forever etched on Dave's face. Pat 
wondered if Dave would ever fully recover from the trauma he had experienced, Dave had lost his ability to 
care, To love, the young man had locked up his emotions and buried them deep inside, he'd never let himself 


grow close to anyone after losing Kurt. 


After leaving the university Dave had disappeared but Pat had kept tabs on him through his network of 
contacts, he knew Dave had been leading a solitary life but he hadn't expected him to be so isolated from 
society. The cabin was small with only a curtain dividing the main living area from the sleeping area at the 
back of the cabin. Pat felt guilty that his visit would more than likely drag up painful memories for his friend 
but he knew he had to do it, the future of the whole world was at stake. Pat finished his wine and refilled his 


cup, he needed the alcohol to give him the courage to ask Dave what he needed to ask him. 

"Just fucking say it Pat," Dave growled. "Say whatever it is and get it over with." 

Pat smiled, Dave never did have much patience and it seemed that at least hadn't changed. His smile faded as 
he formed the words in his head, Dave wasn't going to like what he had to say however he said it, so he might 
as well just say it quickly and plainly. 


"Mustaine is looking for the Everlong Crystal and we need your help to stop him." 


It was hard to tell if Dave paled under the dirt that was dusted on his face but his eyes widened and his 


mouth fell open. 
"No. No fucking way." Dave spoke quietly but his voice was firm. 


"Dave please, we need you. If Mustaine...” 


"| said no!" Dave banged his cup on the table the wine sloshing out and spreading across the wood like a pool of 
blood. “That bastard took everything from me, | don't want to hear that name in my house." 


Pat glanced at Taylor and Chris who were staring at Dave as if he had grown two heads. 


"Tay, Chris, go see to the horses please.’ Pat said quietly. Taylor opened his mouth to protest. "Now Tay, I'm 
not arguing about this." 


Chris pulled Taylor to the door and the two disappeared out into the clearing leaving Pat and Dave alone in the 


cabin. 
Pat reached out and placed a hand on Dave's. "| wouldn't ask if | thought there was any other way." 


Dave stared at Pat's hand. "I know. But you know what he did to me, what he did to Kurt. It took me a long 
time to get my head together and | can't risk falling back into that black hole." 


Pat's heart constricted, he had seen how Dave was in the days and weeks after they lost Kurt, he had seen 
his friend crumble, seen him slip into a madness fueled by grief and for a time he'd thought Dave would never 
recover. But Dave did recover, or at least part of him recovered, and Pat hated that he was asking him to 


risk everything but he had no choice. 


"If Mustaine finds Everlong you know what will happen, you know what he'll do." Pat squeezed Dave's hand. "And 
| know you won't let that happen’ 


Dave pulled his hand away and stood up. "I need to think. | need time to think. I'll be back in the morning, you 
and the boys can stay here tonight, you'll be safe here." 


Pat watched Dave pull a heavy dark cloak from the back of the door, he wrapped around his thin frame and 
slipped out of the door without a backwards glance. Pat sighed, he knew Dave would do the right thing and he 
hoped that by doing the right thing he wouldn't destroy himself in the process. 


Chapter 1 


Dave crept through the forest; he knew every path, every tree, every bush, this was his home, the home he 
had built for himself, the home that was as far away from people as he could make it. He sank down on the 
forest floor leaning up against a fallen tree, he closed his eyes and tried to block out the thoughts in his head, 


he was remembering the night he lost Kurt and the emotional pain was crippling. 


He had been dreaming about Kurt a lot in the last few weeks, dreams of things past and dreams of things 
they never had the chance to do, at the time the dreams had comforted him but now he knew the dreams 
had been a warning. The dreams were warning him that he had to face the man who had been the cause of all 
his pain, that he had to face Mustaine. Dave knew he was going to help Pat, he had just needed time to 
prepare himself and he needed time to get used to being part of the world again. Since leaving the university 
he had spent most of his time alone, he had needed the solitude, needed the space. Being alone didn't bother 
him, he had always been a loner but in Kurt he had found a kindred spirit and without Kurt he found he didn't 


much care for the company of others. 


Dave stared up at the night sky, the moon was full tonight the pale light filtering through the canopy of 
leaves above his head and the stars glittered against the inky blackness. He preferred the nighttime, the world 
seemed more peaceful at night, the darkness enveloped him like a blanket and he felt safe in the depths of full 
night. 


The sound of a twig snapping brought Dave into a crouch, his hand grabbed the hilt of his knife as he listened 
and waited. The rustling of leaves and footsteps came from his left side, whoever was approaching was not 
concerned with concealing their presence but that didn't mean that they weren't meaning to harm him. Dave 
pulled the knife from his belt, he edged behind the trunk of a large oak tree as the sounds grew louder, a 
shadow passed in front of him and Dave kicked out his leg felling the intruder to the floor. He leapt on the 


prone figure pinning him to the ground. 
"Fuck." The voice was muffled against the detritus on the ground. "Get the fuck off me." 


Dave pulled back the man's hood, long blond hair tumbled over the man's shoulders, hair that belonged to one 
of Pat's students. 


"Taylor?" 
"Yes, it's me. Get the fuck off me you asshole." 


Dave stood up, he offered a hand to the blond and pulled him to his feet. 
"What are you doing out here Taylor?" 


Even in the dim moonlight Dave could see Taylor's face turn a bright shade of red. 


| went out for a piss, | didn't want to piss in your backyard so | went a bit further into the forest. And | got 
lost." 


Dave burst out laughing. "You got lost taking a piss? You fucking idiot" 

Taylor glared at him then his face broke into a wide grin. "Yeah, | feel like a fucking idiot.” 

‘| take it you are more of a city boy." Dave chuckled. 

‘Not many forests where my family live, I'm from Green Sea" 

Green Sea was a costal region in the South, it was known for the warm weather and beaches. 


"Come on city boy, I'll take you back to the cabin" Dave set off down the track with Taylor following on his 


heels. 


They had only gone a few hundred yards when Dave felt a tickle on the back of his neck, someone else had 
breached his wards. He placed a hand on Taylor's shoulder and a finger on his lips indicating that he should 
keep quiet. It might be just Pat or Chris out looking for Taylor but Dave wasn't taking any chances, he pulled 


Taylor down into a crouch and placed his lips as close to the blond's ear as he could. 


"lm going to check something out," he whispered. "If I'm not back in ten minutes head back to the cabin" He 


pointed at the trail. "Keep on that trail and it will take you straight back." 


Dave stood up, he moved quickly and silently towards the area where the ward had been broken, he flitted 
from tree to tree as he made his way deeper into the forest. The sound of voices drifted from his right, 
Dave crept closer and dropped into a crouch before peering through the branches of a thorn bush. He could 
see three men leading their horses through the dense foliage and judging by their swords they weren't out for 


a midnight picnic. 


"We should just take them whilst they are sleeping, nice and quick, no fuss." The first man made a slicing 


gesture across his throat. 


"We have to take them alive," The second man said. "Mustaine was clear about that, hurt them as much as we 


want but don't kill them." 

"Come on, let's get this done" The third man pulled his horse through the trees heading towards the cabin. 
Dave ducked back behind a tree, he needed to get back to the cabin and warn Pat. He retraced his steps back 
to the path where he had left Taylor but the blond was nowhere to be seen Dave swore under his breath, 


where the fuck had that idiot gone now. 


"Lost something?" A man stepped into view, he was holding Taylor in a firm grip and he had a knife pressed 


against Taylor's throat. 
Dave cursed himself for not checking the area for more men. 
"Let him go." Dave spoke loudly, he needed the other men to hear him. 


"Let me think about that" The man holding Taylor laughed. "I've thought about it and no, I'm not going to let 


him go." 

The three other men burst through the undergrowth, they looked at Taylor then Dave and grinned. 

"Good work Eric," one of the men said with a laugh, "one down three to go." 

The man lowered the knife from Taylor's throat but kept hold of him whilst he spoke with the other men 
Dave stared at Taylor, he moved his hand like he was bouncing an invisible ball on the ground then drew a 
circle in the air with his finger, he hoped Taylor understood what he was planning to do or else the blond was 
going to get caught in the same trap. Taylor's eyes widened then he gave a slight nod, Dave held up three 
fingers, he folded one down, then another and finally he folded the last finger. Taylor suddenly dropped to his 
knees, the man holding him lost his grip and Taylor rolled away from him. As soon as Taylor was clear Dave 
lifted his hand, a flash of white light surrounded the four men who dropped like stones and lay unmoving on 
the forest floor. 

Dave jogged over to Taylor who was now on his feet and rubbing at his neck. 


"Did you kill them?" Taylor glanced over at the four men. 


"No, | just knocked them out. They'll be unconscious for a few hours but apart from a nasty fucking headache 
they will be fine." 


"Who are they?" Taylor asked. "I didn't recognize the insignia they were wearing." 
"The black circle, Mustaine's men. Come on we need to get back to the cabin, get the others and get out" 


Dave pulled on Taylor's arm dragging him along the path back towards the cabin all the while hoping that they 


weren't too late. 


Chapter 8 


Chris was banking the fire when the cabin door crashed open making the whole structure shake. 
"We have to leave." Dave ran to a closet pulled out a pack and began throwing items into it. "Now." 
"What happened?" Pat was on his feet gathering up the rations pack and cooking utensils. 
"Mustaine. He had men following you, | took care of them but we need to move out” 

"Where's Tay?" Chris hadn't seen his friend for an hour or so. 


"Outside readying the horses." Dave pried up a floorboard under the table pulling out a package wrapped in 
oilskin. "Let's go." 


The three men raced outside, Pat and Dave secured the packs to the pack horse whilst Taylor and Chris got 
settled in their saddles. 


"Do you have a horse Dave?" Taylor couldn't see a stable. 

"No, | don't really have the need" 

"Ride with Tay," Pat said swinging himself up into his saddle. "Is that ok with you Tay?" 
"Umm, sure.” Taylor leaned down to help pull Dave up into the saddle behind him. 


"Where are we heading Pat?" Chris's mount was stamping the ground eager to be on the move. 


"We head north east towards Bridgetown" Pat set off down the trail. "We'll keep off the road and take the back 


trails." 


They rode at a steady pace, it was still dark and the trails had plenty of ruts and holes which they needed to 
avoid to prevent the horses from breaking a leg. Taylor was still saddle sore from the previous day, he 
groaned and wriggled around in the saddle trying to get comfortable as he maneuvered his mount across the 


uneven ground. 
"What the fuck are you doing?" Dave said from behind him. "Are you always such a fidget?" 


"Trying to find a position that doesn't fucking hurt." Taylor grumbled. "Just you wait, you will feel like this 


tomorrow." 


"Probably, but | won't moan about as much as you do." 


Taylor groaned again as the mare shied sideways to avoid a hole making him bounce in the saddle. "Fuck." 
"Why don't you just use a healing spell?" 

Taylor sighed. "Because | can’t." 

"You don't have to be a healer mage to cure aching muscles, it's just a simple spell” 

‘lm not that good at spell work" Taylor mumbled. "In fact I'm shit at it" 


Dave moved a hand to press against Taylor's chest, the brunette muttered some words and Taylor felt a flash 


of heat ripple through his body. 
"Better?" Dave asked. 
Taylor shifted position, his ass and legs felt great, no more pain. "Much better, thanks Dave." 


"| did it for my benefit as much as yours," Dave laughed into Taylor's hair. "I couldn't take another minute of 


your fucking moaning." 


Taylor smiled, he liked Dave, he felt like they'd connected and he had the feeling that they would be good 


friends. 


"Fuck off Grohl, | don't moan" Taylor deliberately pulled the horse to one side causing Dave to almost fall out 
of the saddle. 


"Holy shit Hawkins, even without the saddle soreness you are still a giant pain in the ass." 
Taylor laughed, they were definitely going to be friends. 
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They reached the town of Silverbrook in the early afternoon, it was a typical mid-sized market town with a 
wide main street full of stalls selling everything from produce, ironware, fabric to oil lamps. The townsfolk 
wandered along the street stopping to examine the displayed wares or to chat with the stall holders barely 
glancing up at the four men as they rode through the middle of the street. The four men were all exhausted, 
Pat led them through the streets to a prosperous looking tavern in the centre of the town where they finally 
dismounted. They left the horses in the stables and took a table towards the back of the tavern. The room 


was clean and well maintained with plenty of customers filling the dozen or so tables. 


"We should rest up here tonight." Pat spoke quietly. "I know the landlord, we will be safe here." 


"But won't those men catch up with us if we stay here?" Chris resisted the urge to glance at the door. 
"They will expect us to carry on riding until nightfall," Dave smiled, "they won't expect us to stop." 
"They will also be looking for paying guests," Pat said, "and we're not going to pay for our rooms." 
"Please don't tell me we're going to sleep in the stables." Taylor moaned. "Horses smell so fucking bad." 


Pat smiled. "No, the owner is going to provide us with rooms in return for the musical entertainment we will 


provide tonight.” 


A server approached the table, she was young and attractive with large blue eyes, plump pink lips and long 


chestnut brown hair. 
"What can | get you gentlemen?" She smiled at the men, her gaze lingering on Taylor. 
"Four mugs of brown," Pat smiled back, "and | would like to speak to Jake if he is around" 


"He's out the back, I'll let him know. Your drinks are coming right up." She flashed Taylor another smile before 
heading back to the bar. 


"She likes you Tay." Chris grinned at his friend. 
Taylor grinned back. "That's because l'm cute." 
"And modest." Dave smiled. 

Chris laughed. "He has you there Tay." 


The server reappeared, she stood next to Taylor and placed four mugs of brown beer on the table. She looked 


directly at Taylor. “Will there be anything else?" 
Chris snorted a laugh which earned him a kick on the shin from Taylor. 
"Is Jake free?" Pat asked 


"Oh, yes, go through to the back" The server brushed a hand over Taylor's shoulder. "l'm Rosemary, just ask 
for me if you need anything." 


Chris collapsed into giggles as Rosemary moved off to serve a table near the bar. 


‘Ohhh Taylor, you're so handsome." Chris mimicked Rosemary's voice. "| luuuuuuuve you." 


"Fuck off Shifty." Taylor felt his face grow red. "I'm not interested.” 
"Why not? She's pretty enough, prettier than that girl you were dating last term." 
"Just fuck off" 


"Leave him alone Chris," Pat scolded. "I'm going to speak to the Jake about our rooms, can | leave you three 


alone without you getting into any trouble?" 

Taylor and Chris nodded 

"Im including you in that statement Dave, you're not exactly well behaved either: 

"Ill be good" Dave mumbled 

Pat gave the three men a stern look, he picked up his mug and made his way over to the bar. 
Dave took a gulp of his beer. "I don't know what Pat means, Ive never been in trouble" 


Taylor sniggered. "He told us that you once caught a skunk and put it in Spell Master Malleus's office, said that 
Malleus couldn't get the smell out for weeks." 


Dave giggled. "Well, yes there was that. But Malleus is a fucking dick, he deserved it" 

| wish | had been there to see that," Chris said with a laugh, "it must have made him as mad as hell." 

"There was also the time me and Kurt snuck into the history office and put itching powder on Cheroux's gown 
before one of our lectures. He spent the whole lecture scratching himself raw and had to go get healed in the 
infirmary." Dave smiled at the memory. 


"Sounds like you and Kurt had a lot of fun" Taylor chuckled. "What happened to him?" 


The smile disappeared from Dave's face and was replaced with anger. "Don't ever speak about Kurt, don't ever 


mention his name, don't even fucking think about him." 


Dave drank down the rest of his beer and slammed the empty mug on the table. "I'm going to check on the 


horses." 


Taylor and Chris exchanged glances as Dave pushed back his chair and stalked out of the tavern. 


Chapter 9 


Mustaine threw the report on the fire, the flames licked at the edges of the parchment then the whole page 
burst into flames reducing the report to ashes. Dave wished he could do the same with the four men he had 


sent to capture Smear and his crew. 
"Incompetent fools," Dave sat the words, "where did you find those imbeciles?" 
"They are good men Dave," David said carefully, "but they have little defense against magic." 


Dave glowered at the smaller man, his hand itched to slap him but he knew that that would lead to more and 


he didn't have time for that just now. 
"Tell the stable master to get the horses ready." 
David's eyes went wide. "Where are we going?" 


"We're going to capture Smear and his band of merry men" Dave pushed David roughly out the door. "Get the 
bags packed, | want to leave within the hour." 


Dave slammed the door shut and slumped down in a chair next to the fireplace. He ran a hand through his long 
red hair, he was tired but there was no time to rest, he could sleep once he had Everlong in his hands. Once 
he had Everlong he could do whatever the fuck he wanted, he would be the most powerful person on the 


planet and there would be no one to stop him. 


Dave stared into the flames, the quest for Everlong had not always been his obsession, once he had been an 
ordinary mage his only concern being the pursuit of knowledge in order to teach. He was a historian, he'd 
studied the histories of the Western continent and he'd risen to the status of History Master at the 


university in Arlandria where he had been happy lecturing students on the rich past of their ancestors. 


But that had all changed when the Book of Legend had been discovered. The book had been sent to the 
university where Mustaine had been given the task of translating the ancient text, he had been excited to be 
given the chance to study such an important piece of the past but he had not expected that the book would 
hold more than just stories. Through his studies he had discovered that the Everlong Crystal was real and, 
more than that, the book provided hints as to it's hiding place. Mustaine had become obsessed with finding the 
crystal, he spent hours pouring over the book trying to decipher the clues written in its pages and he'd 
recruited the help of two talented students to help him. 


Kurt and Dave were both exceptionally gifted with words and languages, they had helped Mustaine with the 
laborious task of translating the text from high arcane into the common language and like him they had been 
excited at the secrets the book revealed. The students had wanted to turn the discoveries over to the 


Chancellor but Mustaine had become convinced that the power contained in Everlong was destined to be his 


and he was not about to allow it to fall into the hands of the university. 


With the help of David, the junior history master, he had stolen the book and fled the university to join the 
black circle, a sect of mages who were as disillusioned as he at the pompous control of the university. Kurt 
and Dave had tried to stop him, Mustaine had hit the two students with the full force of his magic which had 
left both students broken and near death. 


Dave's thoughts were interrupted by David who was packing the travel bags in preparation for the journey 
ahead. Dave smiled, David had been the only one to stand by him, the only one who believed in him, the only 
one who hadn't stood in his way, yet Dave didn't fully trust him, not when David had been the one to save 

Grohl's life. 


"Come here David" Dave patted his lap, the younger man perched himself on Dave's thighs and Dave wrapped 


his arms around him. "You still believe in me don't you?" 

"Of course," David's soft smile smoothed the worry lines from his face, "| know you will succeed." 
"And you still love me?" 

"With all my heart" 


Dave grabbed a handful of the honey blond hair, he yanked David's head back exposing his throat and placed 
his fingers on the throbbing pulse. 


‘If you ever betray me | will rip out your throat and let you bleed to death." 


David nodded and his Adam's apple bobbed in this throat as he swallowed hard. Dave let go of the hair, he 
pulled David to him and kissed him gently on the lips. 


"Good. Now go finish the packing, we have a long journey ahead." 
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David was a good rider, he had been raised in the country and could ride almost before he could walk, but 
Dave was perched unhappily on his horse, the redhead had never taken to riding however much of a necessity 
it was. They had been on the road for the best part of three hours and the light was beginning to fade, they 


would need to call a halt for the night in the next hour or so as Dave wouldn't want to ride in the dark. 


David's thoughts drifted to the night he had fled the university with Mustaine; they hadn't been lovers at that 
point in time, Dave was his colleague, his mentor, his friend and he had willingly followed Dave believing that 
the university was planning to stifle their work on the Book of Legends. The night they left the university was 
forever etched on David's mind, he remembered everything in vivid detail; the mad dash to through the dark 
tunnels, the shouts from Kurt and Dave as they tried to stop them, the flash of green as Mustaine hurled 


the disintegration spell, the screams of the two men as the spell hit them, the sick feeling in his stomach as 
he watched them writhe on floor in agony. He had run back to help them, he'd placed his hands on Dave 
muttering a healing spell, Dave had looked up at him with those liquid brown eyes and begged him to help Kurt. 
David had just placed his hands on Kurt when Mustaine pulled him away, the older man had dragged him down 
the tunnel and the last sight David had of the students was of Dave cradling Kurt in his arms tears streaming 


down his face. 
"There's a town up ahead, we'll stop there for the night." Dave's voice in his ear made David jump. 


David nodded. "We've made good time, if we ride hard tomorrow we should be close enough to try scrying for 


Smear." Basic scrying required the subject to be within 30 miles. 


Dave rubbed at the scar in his hand. "I think | might be able to track the blond kid, | will try after we are 
settled" 


The town of Westbrook was little more than a large village and had little to offer in the way of 
accommodation. David secured a room at the town inn, it was a dreary place, the common room was dark and 
the furniture uncomfortable but the food was good which was a pleasant surprise. Dave was drinking a rich 
red wine from the Green Sea region, it was horribly overpriced and David had winced when the landlord had 


obviously increased the cost marking Dave as having plenty of money to spend. 
"You should slow down Dave, too much of that and you won't be able to see let alone sery." 


Dave's eyes narrowed. "Are you presuming to tell me what to do David? You, better than anyone, should know 
that | do not take kindly to people giving me orders." He swallowed the rest of the wine and poured another 
glass from the bottle on the table. 


Dave grabbed David's hand crushing it in his grip, grinding the bones together. "Do not question my actions 
David" He twisted David's wrist before releasing his hand. "Never question my actions." 


David rubbed his throbbing hand under the table, he dare not heal himself or Dave would punish him further 


with something infinitely more painful. 


"| will finish my wine," Dave indicated the bottle, "and then | will sery out that blond kid, see if went can't find 
out where your friend Grohl is at." Mustaine gave David a nasty grin. "I expect you will be excited to see him 


again" 


David shook his head, he hoped that his lover would be too drunk to sery and hoped that Smear and Dave 


were putting plenty of miles between themselves and Mustaine. 


Chapter I0 


They had been able to get a good few hours sleep in the rooms that Pat had managed to obtain for them in 
exchange for playing in the tavern common room that night. The beds had been comfortable and the beers had 
helped both Taylor and Chris fall into a dreamless sleep. They had woken feeling refreshed and looking forward 


to playing to the crowd, it made a welcome change from the boredom of traveling. 


Taylor was stretching the skins over his tambours whilst Chris was tuning the strings on his cittern, they 
were due to perform in a few minutes and were both making last minute adjustments to their instruments. 


"What do you think of Dave?" Taylor asked Chris. 


Chris shrugged. "He seems ok, I've not really spoken to him. You've spent more time with him, what do you 


think of him?" 
Taylor smiled. "He's great, he's funny, smart and he healed my saddle soreness." 
"Sounds like you have a crush on him." Chris grinned. "No wonder you weren't interested in Rosemary.” 


"Fuck off Shifty, | do not have a crush on Dave." Taylor threw a tuning peg at his friend. "He's cool that's all. 
Besides he looks like a street urchin with all that hair and dirt" 


"What are you two so animated about?" Pat joined the two men at the table placing his cittern on the floor 
beside his chair. 


"Tay has a crush..." Chris started to say then his voice trailed off and his mouth dropped open. 
Taylor turned to look at what had caused Chris to lose his voice. 


Fuck, is that Dave?" Taylor stared at the brunette as he made his way across the common room towards 


them. 

Dave had washed his hair and had cut it so that it hung in soft waves just long enough to brush his 
shoulders. His beard was neatly trimmed, his face was clean and he was dressed in a black shirt, black pants 
and soft black leather boots. He looked like a different person, he looked amazing. 

Dave grinned as he sat down. "What's up with you two?" 


"You look great Dave." Taylor squeaked, he couldn't take his eyes off Dave. "Really fucking great" 


"Yeah Dave, you look fucking great." Chris sniggered at Taylor. 


"Glad you approve." Dave smiled. "I'm sorry about earlier, but Kurt is a subject that isn't up for discussion 


Ok" 


Taylor just nodded, he didn't trust his voice, he thought it would probably still be an octave higher than 


normal. 
"Dave is going to sing with us" Pat smiled "Come on, let's get set up.” 


Taylor picked up his tambours and followed the other men on to the stage which was just a raised platform at 
the back of the tavern Once they were settled Taylor counted them in for ‘The Country Man's Haywain' which 
was a fast, raunchy song that always got people singing along. Chris and Pat picked up the tune and then Dave 
started to sing. His voice was a low tenor and it had a growling edge which fit perfectly with the song, Taylor 
was as amazed at Dave's voice as he was at his visual transformation. The crowd were singing along and the 
end of the song was met by cheers and claps, Dave grinned at Taylor, he was clearly enjoying the 


performance, Taylor returned the grin as he counted them in for the next song. 


They played a total of fifteen songs before stopping for a break, Dave had sung every tune from the fast 
crowd pleasers to the gentle ballads, his voice had carried emotion in every note and Taylor had added the 
harmonies. Rosemary brought over four tankards of beer, this time she ignored Taylor, she fluttered her 
eyes at the singer and cooed over him, telling him how much she loved his voice. Dave smiled at her, patted 


her hand and thanked her sending her into a fit of giggles as she wiggled her way off to serve the next table. 
"Seems like Rosemary has tired of you already Tay." Chris laughed. "It's all about Dave now." 

I'm not interested, not my type." Dave smiled. "She's all yours Taylor." 

I'm not interested either." Taylor felt the need to qualify this to Dave. 

"What is your type Dave?" Chris asked with a grin 

"l prefer blonds." Dave flicked a quick look at Taylor, making him flush red. 


Pat placed an arm around Dave's shoulders. "Think you can manage a few more songs? More drinks and 


breakfast in exchange for a couple more songs." 
"If there are more free drinks in it I'll sing fucking nursery rhymes." Dave laughed. 


The men finished their beer, climbed back on the stage to loud cheers and launched into ‘Highwaymen and 
Pirates’ another fast song which had the crowd dancing between the tables. Taylor was loving playing with his 
friends, he was hot and sweaty but he didn't care, the excitement of playing in front of a crowd was 
intoxicating. He wiped his forehead with his sleeve between songs and a wave of dizziness hit him, it felt like 
something was crawling around inside his head and the sensation was horribly unpleasant. He shook his head 


but the crawling sensation got stronger, he could almost feel fingers pressing into his brain, a vision of a red 


haired man flashed in front of his eyes and Taylor knew instantly that Mustaine was trying to get inside his 
head. He focused his mind on the ‘fingers’ and pushed back with everything he had forcing them out of his 
head. He heard a distant howl inside his head and he was dimly aware of a scream leaving his own mouth 


before blackness claimed him. 
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"It was Mustaine," Dave growled, "he somehow forged a connection with Taylor and linked with his mind. How 


the fuck did he do that?" 


"I don't know, | also don't know how Tay managed to repel the connection" Pat was wiping Taylor's face with a 


cool cloth. 


"Is Tay going to be ok?" Chris whispered, the younger man looked up at Pat with concern written all over his 
face. "He will wake up won't he?" 


"He'll be ok Chris, his mind closed off to block Mustaine's connection and he just needs time to recover. 


Slamming up mind barriers like that takes a lot of energy, he needs to rest" 


"Do you think he got anything from Taylor?" Dave asked worriedly. "If Mustaine knows where we are he could 


be on his way now." 


Pat looked down at Taylor, he was going to be out for a while and in no fit state to travel but staying here 
might put them all in danger. He had known that this journey would be hard but he hadn't expected it to get 
so serious so soon, hadn't expected Mustaine to attack him through the boys. He felt sick to his stomach. 


"We should leave." Pat turned to Chris. "Pack up your's and Taylor's stuff and meet us in the stables.’ 
"But how can Tay ride?" The panic in Chris's eyes made Pat feel worse. 


"II ride with him," Dave said, "if | hold him in front of me he'll be fine. We have to leave Chris, if we don't we 
may all end up dead." 


Pat looked over at Dave, even though Dave was only two years older than Chris he had a much older head on 
his shoulders. He'd grown up quickly, not through choice but through necessity, and Dave's lack of attachment 


allowed him to make rational decisions in emotionally charged situations. 


"Good, go on Chris, we need to be on our way." Pat shooed Chris out the door into the room next door that he 
was sharing with Taylor. 


Pat helped Dave wrap Taylor in a blanket and placed him in Dave's arms to carry him down the backstairs to 
the stables. He watched as Dave cradled the slim blond in his arms and he thought he saw something flicker in 


those dark eyes, something that made Pat think that maybe Dave was finally able to let himself care about 


someone again. 


Chapter Il 


The howl had turned David's legs to jelly, Mustaine had tried connecting with the blond kid but something had 
gone wrong, horribly wrong. He'd thought Dave was dying as he howled and thrashed on the bed like a wounded 
animal. Dave had finally calmed down but he still had a blinding headache which, despite his best efforts, David 
had not been able to heal, so he had laid on the bed holding the redhead in his arms and rocked him until he 


fell asleep. 


David ran his hand over the strawberry blond locks, he loved being with Dave like this, it reminded him of 
when they had first got together, when Dave had been a kind and gentle lover, when he had been concerned 
with David's pleasure as well as his own. He hugged Dave closer and was surprised when Dave hugged him 


back. 
"How are you feeling, does you head still hurt? | can try healing you again 


"You can't heal this, that kid severed my connection sending my own energy back at me. He didn't just block me 
he severed the connection, | didn't think that was possible." Dave spoke softly, David hadn't heard him use that 


voice in a long time. 
It shouldn't be possible," David continued to stroke Dave's hair, "I don't know how he did it either." 


Dave's hand brushed over David's cheek then pulled him down into a kiss, a kiss that was gentle and loving not 
the usual biting of lips. David tentatively ran his tongue across Dave's lower lip expecting the redhead to clamp 
his teeth down but instead he felt Dave's tongue meet his and circle around his mouth. David moaned, pressing 
himself against his lover, running his hands through the long hair and down over his shoulders. Dave's mouth 
moved down over David's neck, soft butterfly kisses that made his stomach flip over, whilst his hands pulled 
at the lacings of his pants, skimming over David's now fully erect cock. 


Dave loosened the last lace, he pulled the pants down over David's hips, down to his knees, David groaned as 
Dave's hand gripped his hard length and began to slowly stroke him. The older man shimmied down the bed, 
David watched in amazement as the redhead hovered over his throbbing erection then gasped with pleasure as 
he was engulfed in a warm wet mouth. It had been well over a year since Dave had pleasured David with his 
mouth, it felt so good that David didn't think he would be able to hold on very long but he wanted to make the 
moment last for as long as he could He placed a hand on the mass of red curls, Dave purred around his cock, 
taking him deeper, sucking him harder making David groan and roll his hips, pushing himself further into Dave's 
mouth. A wet finger pressed around his entrance, teasing him, it gently pushed inside searching for that nub 
of flesh, that centre of pleasure which made David's whole body tremble. Dave's finger located the spot and he 
massaged it gently while licking and sucking at David's cock, David felt the bubble of pleasure building, he was 


going to come and come hard. 


"I'm coming, | love you, l'm coming...” 


David exploded in Dave's mouth, he bucked his hips and moaned Dave's name as he rode the waves of his 


orgasm. Dave licked him clean before climbing back up the bed and placing a soft kiss on David's forehead. 
"Thank you." David whispered, 


Dave smiled. "You deserved that David, you have been so loyal, so devoted, and | sometimes forget to thank 


you." 


David merely nodded, he so rarely saw the softer side of Dave that he didn't want to say anything to break 
the spell. Dave rolled off the bed, he pulled on his boots and headed out the door without another word leaving 
David wondering if the severed mental connection had affected Dave's personality, and secretly hoping it had. 
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Dave ordered a shot of mint liquor and downed it in one swallow, he hated the stuff but he needed it to wipe 
the taste of David out of his mouth. There was a time when he had loved David, a time when he used to want 
the taste of him on his tongue, but his obsession with Everlong had replaced his love of David with a love of 
power. He kept David around because he was useful, because he was the only person he had any shred of 
trust in, and because he allowed Dave to abuse him. It was worth the few minutes of having David in his 
mouth to keep him happy, to keep him contented, to keep him from betraying him. Especially now that Grohl 


was back. 


Dave knew that back when they were at the university David had been in love with Grohl, not that he had said 
anything or acted on his feelings, Grohl was involved with Kurt at the time, but Dave knew just by watching 
David. And he had proved it by saving Grohl's life, healing him in the tunnel when he should have let him die. 
Dave had very nearly killed David that night, he had wanted to but he let him live and he hoped he wouldn't 


regret that decision 


He ordered a glass of wine, he wanted something pleasant to drink, something to help him relax, something to 
help focus his thoughts. His head still hurt but he was now able to think without it sending searing pains 
through his brain. He settled into a chair next to the fireplace and sipped at his wine whilst he thought about 
what he had learnt from his brief connection with the blond kid, Hawkins, he now knew his name to be, Taylor 
Hawkins. He hadn't got much before Hawkins had cut the connection but he knew that he and the others were 
about 50 miles north and were heading to Winter Heights. Now he knew where they were heading he would 
concentrate on getting ahead of them, there was only one approach to Winter Heights which made it perfect 
for an ambush. And by happy circumstance he had some business in Winter Heights so he could kill two birds 


with one stone. 


And whilst on the topic of killing he was going to kill Grohl and he would make David watch him die, he might 
even make David do the actual killing. Pat would die too, but Hawkins and the other kid would live as long as 
they joined him in the black circle. They were both strong and he needed young blood in the sect, he would give 
them the choice after they watched their friends die, it wouldn't be too hard to guide them to the right 


decision. 


He finished his wine, he felt more relaxed than he had done in weeks, he had a plan and he was sure he would 
make it work. He climbed the stairs back up to his room, David was asleep on the bed, Dave felt so good that 


he didn't order him out, he lay down next to him and fell asleep with his arm slung over David. 


Chapter 12 


They didn’t go far, only ten miles or so, but they had headed west which was not the direction of their final 

destination, they figured that if Mustaine was coming after them tonight he would expect them to flee north 
or maybe north east but never due west. The moonlight provided enough light that Pat didn't need to use any 
spells for which he was grateful, magic left a trail which could be traced by another mage if they were close 


enough 


Dave led them to a copse of trees a few hundred yards off the trail where they set up camp, Pat relented 
and allowed them to use the tents but still insisted on going without a campfire. Taylor was still out cold, Dave 
had laid him in the tent and had reluctantly handed over his care to Chris who was sharing the tent with 
Taylor. Pat took first watch while Dave got some rest and four hours later the two men switched roles, 


neither man saw or heard anything to indicate that Mustaine was on their tail. 


As the sun rose Pat built a small fire, the flames were less likely to be seen in daylight and the smoke was 
filtered out by the trees. He boiled some water to make some warm porridge sweetened with honey which 
neither Dave or Chris were particularly fond of but they were hungry enough to eat it and go back for second 
helpings. Pat had Chris clearing up after breakfast whilst he groomed the horses leaving Dave to watch over 


Taylor. 


Dave sat in the tent holding Taylor's hand watching his chest rise and fall, watching his eyes flicker under 
closed lids, watching his body twitch every now and again. Taylor reminded Dave of Kurt, the physical 
similarities were obvious; blond hair, slender frame, big wide smile, but it was also their personalities. Both had 
a sense of humor that bordered on childish, a sense of fun that was infectious to be around, a generous 
nature and emotions that skimmed openly on the surface but were felt deep inside. Dave thought about Kurt 
every day, he still missed him but the pain was not as raw as it once was and Dave felt guilty that he was 
not feeling the loss as much as he once did. 


Taylor moaned, his eyes fluttered open and Dave looked down into hazel eyes which searched his face then lit 
up as they recognized him. Dave squeezed his hand before letting it go. 


"Hi Tay." It was the first time he had used his nickname. "How you feeling?" 

"Pissed off. | was enjoying playing and I'm pissed off that Mustaine fucking ruined it." 

Dave laughed. "How are you feeling physically?" 

"Like I've been kicked in the head by my fucking horse." Taylor smiled. He looked around and realized they 


weren't at the tavern. "Where are we?" 


realizing that it might sound like they blamed Taylor for having to move on 


"What that he might have read my mind? He poked around a bit, | let him have a recipe for stoneberry wine 
before | kicked him out" Taylor smiled letting Dave know he wasn't offended. 


Chris stuck his head through the tent flap. "You're awake. How's your head? | guess there wasn't a lot in there 
to steal." 


"Fuck off," Taylor laughed. "He didn't even bother with you, what does that tell you?" 


Chris grinned. "I'll let Pat know you're awake, | think he wants to move out as soon as you're up to it" Chris 


dropped the tent flap and Taylor could hear him yelling for Pat. 


‘I'm getting up, we should get on the move there's still a long way to go." Taylor crawled out of the tent 
followed by Dave. 


Taylor got to his feet but found his legs were still wobbly and he fell back straight into Dave's arms. 
"You ok Tay?" Dave held Taylor upright his arms encircling his slim body. 

"Yeah, I'm fine." A red blush stained Taylor's cheeks. He pulled away and stayed upright, just. 

"Go get some water and something to eat, I'll pack up the tent." 


Dave smiled as he watched Taylor wobble his way over to Pat, he was smiling a lot more since meeting Taylor 


and he smiled again at the thought. 
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Pat had them heading due north following the course of a small river that he knew eventually would lead them 
to the foothills of the Winter Heights mountains. He hoped that they were far enough west that they wouldn't 
run into Mustaine or his men but they kept close to the woodland just in case they needed to get out of sight 
quickly. Dave was still riding behind Taylor, his arms wrapped round the blond and his head resting on his 
shoulder, it made Pat smile to see Dave finally forging a connection with someone, Dave had been on his own 
too long. Pat looked over at Chris who was looking a bit lost, unsurprising really, he and Taylor had been friends 
since starting at the university together the previous year and with Dave now in the mix he was probably 
feeling a bit left out. He nudged his horse over to ride next to the young brunette. 


"You doing ok Chris? | know it's been a tough few days but I've been impressed with how well you're handling 
everything." 


Chris nodded and smiled but Pat could see something was worrying him. 


"What's wrong Chris?" 


"You said that Tay and | are both important in finding Everlong, you told Tay how he's connected but not how | 


am. 


Pat had wondered when Chris was going to ask about his connection. "The Everlong prophecy is more than just 


the song, that's just a part of it, there are many more verses." 
"And I'm connected how?" Chris's blue eyes bored into Pat, he looked scared of what Pat was going to tell him. 


"The prophecy says that two mages wil be the ones to find Everlong, one is a child of the ancient line, a direct 
descendant of the mage who wrote the prophecy." 


"Tay" 


"Yes, Tay is the child of the ancient line" Pat paused before continuing, this was not going to be easy for Chris 
to hear. "The other will be a child from the west with the power of two." 


"| don't understand. The power of two, what does that mean?" 

"The mage line is carried through the male descendants but there have been some families where the line 
passes to a female descendant. It's rare and sadly most female mages seldom survive past their twentieth 
year, the oldest female mage made it to her twenty fifth year." Pat glanced at Chris, his face was screwed up 
in thought. 

"So a child with the power of two would have both a father and mother who were mages?" 

"Yes Chris, that's exactly what it means." 

Chis laughed. "In that case it's not me. Sorry Pat but you got it wrong. | come from the west, my father is a 
mage but my mother was a seamstress before she married my father and she's long past her twenty fifth 
year." 

"Your birth mother was a mage Chris." Pat watched Chris trying to absorb the information and his heart 
ached for him. 


"She's not my real mother?" 


"She is in every way that counts, she nursed you, raised you, comforted you and she loves like you were her 


own. But she didn't give birth to you. I'm sorry Chris." 


"So who is my birth mother?" Chris was holding back his tears. "And what happened to her?" 


"Her name was Lily, she was born a mage and she trained at the university with your father, that's where 
they met. They fell in love and married but they both knew that their life together would be measured in 
months not years. The decline of a female mage is not pleasant, it is a slow and sometimes painful process and 
Lily began to feel the onset when she entered her twenty first year. Your mother was a strong woman, she 
fought off the decline, then in her twenty forth year she discovered she was pregnant. She had never planned 
to have children, most female mages never fall pregnant, but as soon as she knew she was carrying she 


wanted to have the child" 
"Me, that was me." Chris's voice was barely above a whisper. 
"Yes, it was you. Her pregnancy was hard, she was very sick and the decline came faster as she used most of 


her strength to ensure you grew strong in her womb. She held out long enough to hold you in her arms, you 


were born on her twenty fifth birthday. She passed away the day after you were born" 


Chapter [3 


Chris rode in silence for the rest of the day lost in his thoughts. He'd had no idea that the woman he called 
mother was not his birth mother, he'd always thought that he took after her in looks and temperament but 
that couldn't be true. And his father had never even hinted that he had a different birth mother. He felt 
different somehow, as if the knowledge had changed him, created a new part of him that didn't exist 
yesterday. He glanced over at Taylor, he was laughing with Dave as they rode together, he felt that their 
relationship had also changed, it wasn't less of a friendship but it was a different friendship now. 


He'd never felt more alone. 

They were approaching the village of Summermill, a small agricultural village whose main industry was the 
farming of wheat and the large flour mill at the edge of town. There was a small inn situated in the center of 
the village, Pat thought that traveling musicians would bring too much attention in such a small village and 
opted to pay for their lodgings with coin rather than entertainment. The innkeeper was happy to have paying 
guests, passing trade was infrequent, and they were shown to two twin rooms on the second floor. 

Chris had expected Taylor to share a room with Dave but to his surprise Taylor tugged Chris into a room 
with him. Chris placed his pack on the floor and flopped onto a bed, his back was sore from riding and sleeping 
on the ground the night before, he was looking forward to a full nights rest in a proper bed. 

"You ok Chris?" Taylor lay on his stomach with his chin in his hands. 

"Did Pat tell you about my mother?" 

"He mentioned it. I'm sorry Chris." 


"So | guess we're the two destined to find Everlong, if you believe all that crap." 


Taylor laughed. "Don't say that around Pat, or Dave for that matter. They both believe that Everlong is real. 


They'll be telling us elves, dwarves and dragons are real next." 


"So what's going on with you and Dave?" Chris smiled at the flush that covered Taylor's cheeks at the mention 
of Dave. 


"Nothing. He's just a friend, like you're a friend” 
"Just a friend. Sure, if you say so." Chris couldn't help the giggle that escaped his lips. 
"Fuck off Shifty." Taylor broke into giggles too. "He's a friend, a good friend” 


"A good friend that you'd like to get naked with." Chris was now laughing so hard he was almost crying. 


"| would not!" Taylor tried to sound offended but he was laughing too much. 
"Taylor's got a boyfriend" Chris managed to splutter in a sing-song voice. 
"Shut the fuck up." Taylor threw him a scowl but could only hold it for a second before laughing again. 


It felt good to laugh, the last few days had been tiring both physically and mentally and laughing relieved some 
of the tension. 


"We should go downstairs, I'm starving and | could use a beer." Chris pulled himself off the bed. 


"Good idea" Taylor rolled off the bed and followed Chris out of the room. 

They wandered into the common room still giggling but their laughter stopped abruptly as they noticed 
someone sitting at a table, he had his back to them and his collar was raised but they could see that the man 
had red hair. 
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"Shit." Chris whispered to Taylor. "Is that Mustaine?" 

"| don't know. You stay here, I'll go get Pat." Taylor slipped away leaving Chris alone in the common room. 

Chris sat at a table at the back of the room where he could keep an eye on the red haired man, he kept a 
stun spell ready just in case the man tried anything. The man appeared to be reading from a book resting on 
the table and was seemingly absorbed in his reading material, but Chris knew that didn't mean he wasn't aware 
of his presence. A server approached his table and the man raised his head to place his order allowing Chris to 
get a better look at him. It wasn't Mustaine. The man was younger than Mustaine, a few years older than 
himself Chris guessed, and although his hair was red it was not as long or wavy as that of the black mage. 
Chris breathed a sigh of relief and let his spell fade away. 

"Is it very interesting?" The redhead turned towards Chris. 


"What?" 


"The back of my head. You've been staring at it for the last five minutes." The redhead had a small smile 
playing on his lips 


"Umm, sorry. | thought you were someone else." Chris mumbled. 
"Sorry to disappoint you." 


"What? No. I'm actually glad you're not who | thought you were." Chris smiled. 


"Everything ok Chris?" Pat asked as he took a seat at the table next to Chris with Dave and Taylor sliding onto 
the bench on the opposite side. 


"Yes, fine." Chris glanced back at the redhead who was studying Pat with a thoughtful expression 
"Who's your friend?" Pat nodded over at the redhead. 

"Nate," the redhead said, "Nate Mendel” 

"What brings you to these parts Nate?" Pat had not offered their names Chris noted 

"Just passing through" Nate smiled. "Heading to the same destination as you | believe" 

"And where would that be exactly?" Pat had placed his hand on the hilt of his short sword Chris noticed 


"The university at Winter Heights, l'm one of the researchers in the histories department. I've seen you there 


a few times." 

"You work for History Master Gallen?" 

Nate laughed. "Don't you mean History Master Treagus? Gallen is the Weapons Master.’ 

Pat's hand slid off the sword hilt. "I always get those two muddled up." 

"No, you were testing me." Nate said. "Making sure lim who | say | am." 

"You can never be too careful" Pat smiled. "I'm Pat, this is Chris, Dave and Taylor. 

Nate nodded his hello's. 

"Care to join us for a drink Nate?" Pat asked. 

"Thanks." Nate picked up his book and slid onto the bench next to Chris giving him a warm smile. 

The server arrived with five mugs of beer, Pat kept the conversation to general topics being careful not to 
give Nate any specific information on the purpose of their journey. Chris knew why Pat was wary of Nate but 
he couldn't detect any falseness in the researcher, Chris thought he was exactly who he said he was. The 
server returned with a platter of bread, cheese and meats plus five bowls of thick stew, and the conversation 
slowed as the men ate their meal. Chris noticed the book that Nate had been reading and he nearly choked on 


his stew as he read the title... ‘Legends of The Summerlands - The Everlong Crystal. 


"Interesting choice of book Nate. You believe Everlong actually exists?" Chris felt Pat gather his energy into a 


paralysis spell as he mentioned Everlong. 


Nate shrugged "Research. Treagus asked me to write a thesis on Everlong, something to do with a project he's 
working on. | bought this book from a family over in Westfield, it's one of only a few existing copies.” 


"So does Everlong exist?" Pat asked with a smile. "Seems a bit far fetched to me." 


Nate grinned. "My research indicates that the origin of the legend was anchored in truth, but you know how 


stories get bigger and more elaborate over time." 

"Any ideas where it might be hidden," Dave asked, "if it is real that is." 

| have a theory, but that's for my thesis." 

Dave and Pat exchanged glances which didn't go unnoticed by Nate. 

"Ok, what the fuck is going on?" Nate glanced around the table. “First Chris almost shits his pants thinking I'm 
someone else, then you question me to see if I'm who | say | am and now you're all freaking out about this 


book and my thesis." 


Pat pushed his plate away. "I've been working with Treagus on his ‘project’ and he's never once mentioned you 


Nate." 


Nate frowned. "But l'm his main researcher why wouldn't he mention me to you? And why not mention you to 


me?" 
"Do you trust me Nate?" Pat asked in a voice that Chris recognized as his ‘dangerous’ voice. 
| have no reason not to trust you," Nate looked Pat in the eye, "but that doesn't mean | do." 


Pat smiled. "Very wise. Why don't you travel to Winter Heights with us? The boys can keep you company and 
we can talk more about Treagus's project" Pat finally extinguished the spell he'd been holding ready. 


Nate glanced at Chris who smiled what he hoped was a trustworthy smile, Nate's mouth twitched into a brief 
grin and he shrugged his shoulders. 


"Why not, | mean what's the worst that can happen?" 


Chris groaned inwardly as he thought about exactly what could happen if Mustaine and his men caught up with 
them. 


Chapter 14 


They had set out early in the morning, Pat took the main road heading out of town which took them past the 
mill and out into the countryside where fields upon fields of wheat lined the road on both sides. Nate was 
mentally exhausted despite having had a solid 8 hours sleep. He had spent the last four hours of the journey 
speaking wth Pat, and although it was a two way discussion it had, at times, felt like an inquisition. He was 
relieved when they stopped for a rest, he tethered his horse and sank down on the grass under the shade of 
a large oak tree. He leaned back and closed his eyes, maybe he could catch a quick nap. 

"Hi Nate." Nate opened his eyes to see Chris standing in front of him. 

"Mind if | join you?" 

"Are you going to ask me a million fucking questions about Everlong?" 

"No." 

"Then you can sit.” 

Chris dropped to the ground and grinned. "I take it Pat grilled you this morning.’ 

Nate groaned. "It was worse than when | took my final history exams, and | still feel Pat thinks I'm some kind 
of assassin Do | look like a fucking assassin to you?" 

a secret assassin" 

‘Maybe | think you're the assassins." 

"Then you're fucking stupid for coming with us." Chris smiled. 


Nate laughed. "It would be kind of a stupid thing to do." 


Chris stretched out placing his hands behind his head. "Did Pat tell you about why we're heading up to Winter 
Heights?" 


"Just that he was taking you, Taylor and Dave on some kind of field trip." Nate knew that wasn't the whole 
story but he hadn't pressed Pat on it. 


"Something like that" Chris yawned and looked up at Nate, he had the most amazing blue eyes, Nate thought, 


like a clear summer sky. "Did he mention Mustaine?" 


"Mustaine, as in the black mage Mustaine?" Then it dawned on Nate. "You thought | was Mustaine, back in the 
inn, you thought | was fucking Mustaine." 


Chris had the grace to look embarrassed. "Umm, well, yes. Red hair, sorry." 


"And why the hell would you think that Mustaine would be in a two-bit inn in a fleapit of a town in the ass end 


of nowhere?" 


Chris was saved from answering by Pat calling them to get back on the road, Nate climbed back on his horse 


and hoped that Pat had run out of questions to ask him. 
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"You haven't told Nate about why we're going to Winter Heights, about us looking for Everlong" Chris hissed at 
Pat as they were unpacking the tents and cooking utensils from the pack horse ready to set up camp for the 
night. No comfortable beds tonight, just the hard ground and the cover of a few prickly hawthorn bushes on 
the verge of the road. 


"No, and l'm not going to. No one is going to tell him." Pat glared at Chris. "No one." 


"But what if Mustaine is out there, what if he finds us? Don't you think Nate ought to know that he might get 
himself fucking killed by staying with us?" Chris was angry and he made sure Pat knew it. 


"He's safer with us than he is on his own. He's safer here than he is at the university.” 


"How the fuck do you figure that?" Chris growled. "Mustaine wasn't after him before but now he's with us 
he's a target." 


Pat sighed. "Please Chris, just take it from me that he's safer with us. And promise me you won't tell him 
anything, he really is safer not knowing.” 


Chris mumbled something under his breath which he hoped Pat took as a yes, but he had every intention of 
warning Nate, he had a right to know. 


Chris, Nate and Taylor set up the tents whilst Dave gathered wood for a fire and Pat tended the horses. It 
was actually Taylor's turn to tend to the horses but he refused on the grounds that they were ‘fucking 
creepy and smelled like shit’ which earned him pot scrubbing duty after dinner, Chris sniggered as his friend 
grumbled loudly about the unfairness. 


After dinner, whilst Taylor was scrubbing out pots, Chris pulled out his cittern and strummed out a few tunes. 


"You're pretty good Chris." Nate smiled. "I play the bass cittern back at the university, there'a a few of us 
that play on festival days but none of them are as good as you." 


Chris laughed. "We have a pretty good band between the five of us, if we don't make it as mages we can set 
up as traveling musicians." 


The five men sat around the fire drinking wine and chatting quietly for an hour or so until Taylor yawned and 
declared it was time to turn in. He pulled Dave to his feet and they disappeared into one of the tents much to 


Chris's amusement. 


"Why don't you two turn in, I'm taking first watch." Pat smiled at Chris. "Would you prefer to share with Nate 


rather than me?" 


"God yes, maybe that way | can get some sleep, you fucking snore Pat." Chris laughed and Pat clipped him 
lightly around the head. 


"Don't stay up all night talking." Pat gave Chris a warning look before shooing them off to a tent. 


Chris crawled into the tent with Nate, he waited a few minutes then checked that Pat wasn't around before 


casting a warding spell around the tent 

"What did you do that for?" Nate whispered 

"Hts so that Pat cant hear us." 

A loud groan came from the tent Taylor and Dave were sharing making Chris giggle. 

"What the fuck are you planning to do?" Nate eyes went wide. 

"Don't worry, it's not what Tay and Dave are up to," Chris grinned, "I just wanted to talk to you" 
"Are you going to tell me what the fuck is going on?" 

Chris nodded. "You need to know, and then you can choose whether to stay with us or not! 

"Is it to do with Everlong? Mustaine?" 

"Both" Chris said. "We're kind of a search party sent out by the university at Arlandria to find Everlong” 
"| thought you didn't believe in Everlong?" Nate smirked. 


"| don't know that | do, but Pat and the Chancellor do so here we are. And more to the point so does Mustaine" 


"Exactly. And he's on our tail, he's tried to kill us once already." Chris shuddered as he remembered the death 
spell. "So if you stay with us it puts you in danger too." 


Chris watched Nate as he absorbed the information, he hoped the researcher would stay with then, he liked 
the redhead, but he wanted to give him the full story and let him make up his own mind. 


‘Fuck Chris, this is serious shit." Nate frowned "Does Mustaine know where we are?" 
"We don't know. He tried a mind link with Tay a few nights back but...” 
Chris was cut off by a loud pop and Dave shouting. 


Chris and Nate scrambled out of the tent to find Taylor and Dave desperately trying to put out their tent 


which was on fire. 


Chapter I5 


Dave smiled as Taylor pulled him into the tent after dinner, he was happy to be spending the night sleeping 
next to Taylor. 


Taylor lay on his side facing Dave, he has the most beautiful hazel eyes, in fact he was just beautiful Dave 
thought. 


"D, can | ask you something?" Taylor smiled, Dave was learning to love that smile and he loved the new 


nickname Taylor had given him. 

"Sure." 

"Can you heal my ass?" Taylor grinned wickedly. "I'm saddle sore again" 

Dave sputtered a laugh. "You should be able to do that yourself, but sure, come here" 

Taylor scooted closer so that their faces were inches apart, Dave reached out and placed his hand on Taylor's 
cheek, he could feel the rough scratch of stubble on his palm as he held his hand against Taylor's face. He 
cast the spell sending the energy through his fingertips to flood into Taylor and down to his muscles. Taylor 
groaned loudly as the tightness in his muscles relaxed, the groan did funny things to Dave's stomach and he 


reluctantly removed his hand from Taylor's cheek. 


"Thanks D" Taylor smiled again and Dave's stomach flip flopped, he had the overwhelming urge to kiss him but 
he wasn't sure if the blond felt the same way. 


"Why can't you cast that spell, it's simple enough." Not that Dave minded healing Taylor as it meant he had an 


excuse to touch him. 


"I just don't seem to be able to hold on to the energy, it just slides away and | can never finish the spell" This 


time Taylor's smile was sad. "I'm going to fail spell craft and get sent home." 


"Let me help you T" Dave smiled as Taylor laughed at his new nickname. "You have the power, you just need to 


focus it. Lay down and close your eyes” 
Taylor raised an eyebrow. "Are you trying to seduce me Grohl?" 
Dave laughed. "Just do it Hawkins. 

Taylor lay on his back with his eyes closed 


"Ok, now in your mind's eye picture yourself standing on the beach facing the ocean, feel the sun on your face, 


the sand beneath your feet, the salt spray on your body." 

"Are you sure you're not trying to seduce me?" 

Dave poked Taylor in the ribs making him giggle. "Stop fucking around and just do it" 

"Ok, Ok." Taylor sighed, Dave could see his face relaxing as he pictured the beach scene. 

"You have the image fixed in your mind?" Dave asked and Taylor nodded. 

"Good. Now watch the waves as they roll in towards you and as they break over your feet pull the energy 
into your body, fill it with energy every time a wave rolls over your feet” 

Dave saw Taylor's breathing deepen and slow as he imagined the scene in his head. 


"Good. Now hold out your hands palms up." 


Taylor lifted his hands, Dave hadn't asked him to do this in ‘reality’ but the fact Taylor had meant that he was 


in a semi trance state. 


"Now try the candle flame spell" This was a simple spell which created a small flame, similar to a candle flame, 


it was one of the most basic fire spells. 


Dave could see the glow of power surround Taylor as he incanted the spell then a burst of flame shot up 


from his palms with a loud pop, it wasn't a candle flame it was more like a fucking oil soaked torch flame. 
"Fuck!" Dave shouted. "You set fire to the tent." 
Taylor's eyes flew open and he stared in amazement at the flames above him. 


"Don't just lay there, get the fuck out." Dave pulled Taylor out of the tent and the men beat at the flames 
with their blankets. 


"What the fuck happened?" Chris and Nate joined the firefighting. 

"I set fire to the tent." Taylor grinned as he beat at the tent. 

The tent was made from oilskin and the flames were spreading, it took all four men to finally extinguish the 
flames. Just as they had put out the fire Pat came running into the camp from his watch point further up 
the road. 


"What the fuck is going on? | could hear your shouts from a mile away." 


Taylor grinned at the older man. "I set fire to the tent Pat. With a spell.” 


Pat groaned. "Great Tay, good work. Now if you could repair it with a spell | would be more than impressed" 


Taylor looked at the tent which now had a sizable hole across the top, he grinned sheepishly. "I don't know any 


repair spells." 
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There wasn't such a thing as repair spell for solid items such as tents so they ended up covering the hole 


with Taylor's bed roll and the four men crawled back into their tents whilst Pat went back out on watch. 


Taylor was grinning from ear to ear, he'd finally managed to harness his power, he'd been able to control it, 


well sort of control it, and he was confident that he could do it again. 


"Fuck D, I've never been able to access my power like that before, you're a better teacher than any of those 


dicks at the university.” 


‘lm a feral remember, | learnt how to use and control my power on my own before | went to Arlandria" Dave 
smiled. "Keep practicing that exercise and, in time, you will be able to hold your power without thinking about it, 
and without setting fire to things." 


Taylor wiggled around on the ground trying to get comfortable, without the bed roll the ground was cold and 
lumpy beneath him. 


"Come here," Dave said shuffling backwards, "you can share my bed roll." 


Taylor scooted closer to Dave, he was practically pressed up against him and his heart was hammering in his 
chest, he was surprised that Dave couldn't hear it. He had never been attracted to men before but with Dave 
he felt something pulling him towards him, something that he was powerless to resist. He looked into Dave's 
eyes, the soft brown orbs were so deep that Taylor thought he could drown in those eyes, drown and die 


happy. 
"Thank you D" Taylor whispered. 


"You're welcome T." Dave whispered back. He reached over and pushed Taylor's hair back behind his ear, the 


Touch sent a tingle down Taylor's spine. 


Taylor leaned forwards, he placed his lips gently on Dave's and pressed them against him. Dave pulled Taylor to 
him, his lips parted and his tongue slipped into Taylor's mouth meeting Taylor's own. Taylor moaned softly, he 
ran his hands through Dave's soft brown hair and pulled Dave closer to him, crushing their lips together. The 
kiss was nothing like Taylor had experienced before; the scratch of Dave's beard on his face, the taste of wine 
on his tongue, the crushing power of his lips, he wanted the kiss to last forever. Dave eventually pulled back 
from the kiss, he stroked Taylor's face and smiled. 


Fuck," Taylor murmured, "that was amazing.’ 


"We should get some sleep, it's only a few hours until | have to take second watch." Dave wrapped his arms 


around Taylor and pulled a blanket over them both. "You ok T?" 
"l'm more than ok." Taylor snuggled against Dave's chest and closed his eyes. "Night D." 


"Night T" Dave kissed the top of Taylor's head, Taylor fell asleep in Dave's arms with a smile on his face. 


Chapter Ib 


David pulled the blanket around his shoulders, they had reached the pass leading to Winter Heights and the air 
was much colder here. They were camped up against the side of the rock face set back from the trail at the 
point at which the trail opened out As far as they could tell Pat and his friends had not yet passed through 

so they were camped out waiting for the men to come into sight at which point they would ambush them on 


the narrow pass below. 


Mustaine had sent a messenger to his contact at the university, he was confident that once he had captured 

Smear and Grohl it was just a matter of time before he discovered where Everlong was hidden, and he needed 
his contact to arrange any necessary travel permits. David was not as confident as Dave but he knew better 

than to question the redhead, he rubbed the bruise on his wrist, a painful reminder of the last time he 


questioned his lovers actions. 
"Not long now David, not long until we have the location of Everlong." 


Dave stroked David's hair. David resisted the urge to cringe away from the touch, Dave had been less than 
gentle with him since the night the redhead had pleasured him. 


"Any sign of them?" Part of David hoped that Smear and Grohl had turned around and were heading back to 
Arlandria, he didn't trust Dave's promise that they would be unharmed. 


"The scouts say that they are about 20 miles south at the approach to the pass, they should be here within 
the next day." Dave wound his fingers in David's hair and pulled it tight almost ripping it from his scalp. 


"Looking forward to seeing your friend Grohl again?" 


"No" This at least was the truth, he didn't want to see Grohl as he knew it probably wouldn't end well for the 


young mage. 


Dave placed a mug of warmed wine into David's hands. "Drink this my love, you feel cold and | need you fit and 
healthy when we capture Grohl and the others. You have an important role to play." Dave laughed as he left 
David wrapped in the blanket. 


David shivered despite the warming drink, the laugh had set his teeth on edge and his hair standing on end. He 
prayed to every deity he had ever heard of to protect Grohl and his friends. 
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Pat had allowed them a small campfire, it was getting cooler the further up the mountain trail they travelled, 
and they needed to keep warm. He could have used a spell to create a bubble of warm air around them but he 
didn't want to use the energy and he couldn't risk Mustaine detecting the use of magic. So he'd built a small 
fire at the mouth of the cave at the bottom of Winter Pass, it was a popular stopping point before tacking 


the pass where there was no suitable camping spots. 

Chris and Nate were talking quietly, it appeared that the two men were fast becoming friends and Chris had 
lost the haunted look he'd had in his eyes the past few days. Pat was relieved that Chris had found someone 
to confide in especially since Taylor and Dave had grown so close. A smile touched Pat's lips as he glanced over 
at Dave who had his arms around the blond, he hadn't expected thls turn of events but he was happy that 


both men had found something special in each other. 


Taylor was reading from a book, a very old book by the look of it, his head resting on Dave's chest whilst 
Dave seemed happy to just hold Taylor and stare into the fire. 


'| love this story," Taylor said, "it's been my favorite since | was four years old." 
"What story is that?" Dave asked, his mouth buried in Taylor's hair. 


"Of Mortals and Gods. I've always loved this line.. ‘and it came from the earth, from the sun and the moon and 


the beauty of life was held in its eye’ It's so beautiful don't you think?" 
"What did you just say?" Dave sat up straight and peered at the book in Taylor's hands. 
"What is it Dave?" Pat could see that Dave was agitated. 


Dave pulled the oilskin wrapped package from his pack, he unwrapped the covering to reveal a large leather- 


bound notebook and flipped through the pages. 


"Here, here it is." Dave passed the notebook over to Pat. "These are the notes Kurt and | made from 


translating Book Of Legend." 

Pat read through the notes and his heart skip a beat; firstly because the notes were written in Kurt's 
handwriting and secondly because the translation was exactly the same as the words Taylor had read from his 
book. 

"What does this mean?" Pat looked over at Dave who was now flicking through Taylor's book 

"Where did you get his book T?" Dave asked. "I've never hear of it, have you heard of it before Nate?" 

Nate was looking at the book in Dave's hands. "It's really old but no I've never heard of it" 

Its been in my family for generations." Taylor said, he looked a bit freaked out by the commotion his book 
was causing. "| remember my father saying it was a copy of the original book which was written by my great, 


great, great..well a lot of greats... grandfather" 


"There are more passages which relate to translations from Book Of Legend. | don't understand" Dave ran a 


hand through his hair. "How does T have a book which appears to have translations from Book of Legend?" 
"Because of who my ancestor was." Taylor looked over at Pat. "That's why isn't it?" 


Pat closed the notebook. "Yes Tay. It appears your ancestor left more than just a prophecy, it seems he left 


you a book of clues." 
"Holy fuck," Nate whispered. "This could lead us to Everlong.” 


Dave handed the book back to Taylor who took it with shaking hands. "Keep that safe T, don't ever let it out of 


your sight and don't ever tell anyone else about it” 


Pat exchanged glances with Dave, both of them knew how valuable that book was and both knew that if 
Mustaine knew of its existence he would stop at nothing to get his hands on it, including killing Taylor. 
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Mustaine read the message from his contact and a smile crept across his lips. Everything was finally falling 
into place, within a day Grohl and Smear would be dead and he would be on his way to unearthing Everlong, 


nothing was going to stand in his way. 


David was still hunched up next to the fire, he had been more distant of late and Dave was beginning to doubt 
his loyalty. But he had a test for David, a test which would prove his loyalty, and if he failed he would join 
Grohl in a very painful death. 


He sipped at the wine in his cup, it was a good vintage and he enjoyed the warmth that spread through his 
body. All things considered Dave was a happy mon. 


Chapter I] 


"This is Winter Pass, we should reach Winter Heights by nightfall" Pat lead the way up the trail that wound 
around the rock face. It was a wide trail but the sheer drop on the left side made it feel narrower. The 
passage was safe enough at this time of year but in the winter when the trail froze it could be treacherous 
and many travels had fallen to their deaths after loosing their footing. 


Chris followed behind Pat with Nate behind him, the pack horse separated them from Taylor and Dave who 
brought up the rear of the group. It was eerily silent, the usual sounds of bird were absent and the wind 
brought the faint smell of wood smoke. Pat felt a sense of dread as they continued higher into the mountains, 
the wood smoke could be from a group of shepherds, there were plenty of them in this region, but he just 
couldn't shake the prickly feeling between his shoulder blades. He stood up in his saddle trying to see further 
up the pass but the twists in the trail meant he couldn't see past the next turn. 


"Is everything ok?" Chris sounded worried. "I feel like my skin is all prickly, it's fucking weird" 
Prickly skin was a sign of passing through a ward but it could also just be Chris's nerves.The sound of small 
rocks clattering down the rock face was the thing that tipped it for Pat, he knew that they were heading into 


a trap. 


“Turn back, it's a trap." Pat yelled. "Ride out as fast as you can" He looked up to see Mustaine on the trail 


above and all hell broke loose. 
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Taylor's horse reared up as he pulled on the reigns to turn her around, he felt Dave's arms grip him tighter 
around the waist as he tried to keep from falling from the saddle. 


"What the fuck is going on?" Taylor couldn't see what was happening but he heard shouts and a horse 
screaming from behind them as he forced the horse to gallop back down the trail. 


"Just ride T" Dave shouted above the noise. "Just fucking ride." 


Taylor swallowed hard, he was scared and that fear turned into absolute terror as the ground exploded beside 


him, it took all his strength to stop his mount from throwing them off the edge of the cliff. 
"Holy fuck, what was that?" Taylor's hands were shaking on the reins. 
"A destruction bolt" Dave turned round in the saddle to look behind them. "It's the black mages." 


Taylor heard Dave casting a spell and suddenly all the noise disappeared. "What did you do?" 


"A distortion spell, we're in a shield which from the outside just looks like the empty trail. It won't fool them 


for long but it gives us a chance." 
"But what about Chris, Pat and Nate?" Taylor felt a sob rise up in him. "We can't leave them behind." 


Dave's lips brushed the back of Taylor's neck in a soft kiss. "We have to go T, we won't be much use to them 


dead." 


| know, but we can't go back for them." 


Taylor knew Dave was right but it broke his heart to leave his friends behind, he pressed his heels into the 
horses sides urging her on and they galloped down the trail with tears running down Taylor's face. 
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Chris had no idea what was happening, one minute they were on the trail and the next he was in the middle of 
a nightmare. His horse screamed in pain and threw him from the saddle, he landed on his ass on the hard rock 
trail, he felt his whole body jar at the impact. He tried to climb to his feet but an explosion in front of him 


knocked him back on his ass as dirt, stones and what he suspected to be bits of his horse rained down on him. 


He crawled away to the side of the trail, he pressed himself up against the rock face and tried not to let his 
sobs give away his location. He couldn't see anything through the clouds of dust, he had no idea where any of 
his friends were, he was alone and scared but as far as he could tell he was still in one piece. He pressed 
himself closer against the rock, closed his eyes and reached out with his mind hoping that he could connect 
with at least one of his friends, praying that they were still alive to answer him. 
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Nate had managed to stay on his horse but in the confusion he found himself riding in the wrong direction, he 
was heading further into the mountains not away from them. Up ahead he could see three men standing 
across the path and he could see the glow of power around them as they readied a spell, a spell which he was 
sure was going to make things a hell of a lot worse. He pulled his horse round, he set off back down the trail 
when three blasts of energy surged past him, his horse collapsed beneath him her legs torn to pieces by the 
blast and he had to roll to one side to avoid being trapped under her thrashing body. 


He stumbled down the trail through the dust acutely aware of the three mages behind him. He couldn't see 
any of his companions but there was a mound of flesh, bone and blood up ahead which made his stomach 
heave. He leant over vomiting in the dirt, he wiped his hand across his mouth and carried on down the trail, he 


knew he had to keep going or he was as dead as whatever, or whoever, it was laying in pieces across the trail. 


As he staggered past the horrific pile he felt a tug in his mind, like a magnetic force, and it was pulling him to 


the opposite side of the trail towards the mountain side. The pull had a familiar feel, he changed direction and 
headed towards the source of the energy scrambling over things that he refused to look at. He could see a 
figure pressed against the rock face and with a sob he stumbled into Chris's arms. 
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Pat knew that Mustaine was behind the ambush, knew that the son of a bitch must have been waiting for 
them to arrive so that he could attack them. He surged forward forcing his horse to push hard up the trail, 
he had to give the others time to get away, they were too important and he couldn't risk them falling into 
Mustaine's hands. 


Up ahead he could see Mustaine's black mages advancing towards him, he dropped off his horse sending her 
back down the trail while waited for Mustaine at the edge of the drop. The redhead appeared from behind his 
men, such a fucking coward Pat thought, and stopped five feet from Pat. 


"Are you so keen to die?" Mustaine smiled "Or do you actually think you stand a chance against me?" 


"You can kill me Mustaine but there will be others like me who won't stop until you and your fucking pathetic 
black circle are dead." Pat could see the glow of power around the black mages, he knew he stood no chance 


but he was buying time for Taylor, Chris, Dave and Nate. 
"How very noble of you." Mustaine laughed. "Come here David, | have a gift for you." 


David stepped up to stand next to Mustaine who put an arm round his neck and pulled him close. It wasn't a 
loving gesture, Mustaine had David in a headlock and Pat could see fear in his eyes, he was more afraid of the 
black mage than Pat was. 


‘| want you to kill his piece of shit David, destroy him." Mustaine let David go and pushed him towards Pat. 
David advanced slowly until he was only a foot from Pat then he stopped. 


"What are you waiting for David?" Mustaine called from behind David. "If you don't do this you will be the next 
one to die Today," 


David inched forward, he looked straight at Pat, his hazel eyes flooding with tears, he mouthed ‘sorry’ as he 
lifted his hands and placed them against Pat's chest. Pat smiled at the man before him, David had saved Dave's 


life in the tunnels years before and he would be forever grateful for that. 


Pat could feel the wind buffeting behind him, felt it ruffling his hair, lifting his coat, he'd given the boys as 
much time as he could and he hoped it was enough. He nodded briefly, David pushed him and Pat was falling 
through the air, he looked up at the sky as he fell and he was glad that his last sight would be of the hazy 


blue summer sky. 


Chapter 18 


Taylor's horse was blowing hard, they had ridden her hard and if they didn't want to ride her into the ground 
they needed to rest her. The bright blue summer sky was now rolling with black clouds and the threat of a 


storm blew on the breeze. 


"We need to stop T" Dave pointed to a copse of trees a half mile off the path. "That should give us some 


cover." 


Taylor slowed to a trot and guided the horse through the trees to the center of the small wood where he 
pulled her up to a stop. Dave dismounted, he tethered the horse to a tree and held out a hand to help Taylor 
down. Taylor slid off the horse and straight into his arms, Dave hugged him tight as the blond sobbed into his 
chest. Dave lowered himself to the moss covered ground pulling Taylor onto his lap, he stroked the blond hair 
and rocked him gently as he wept. 


Dave had never expected to find love again, after losing Kurt he had thought that he would never be able to 
let anyone else into his heart but Taylor had changed everything. He was falling in love with Taylor, no he was 
already in love with Taylor, and whilst the pain of losing Kurt was still there the happiness he was finding with 
Taylor was healing the hurt, making it fade day by day. 


Taylor's sobs subsided, he lifted his head and pulled Dave into a kiss. The kiss was hard and passionate, their 
lips crushed together bruising the soft skin, tongues probing, teeth clashing. Dave pulled Taylor down on the 
ground so that they were laying facing each other, he wrapped his arms around the blond and placed small 
kisses along his jawbone working his way back to his lips. Taylor moaned and pressed himself against Dave his 
arousal evident by the hard erection that was pressing against Dave's thigh. Dave slipped his hand along 
Taylor's ribs and rested it on his hip, Taylor pushed his hips forward making small circular motions rubbing his 
erection against Dave's. Taylor's hand snaked down Dave's chest and hovered on his stomach above the 


waistband of his pants. 


"No" Taylor pulled back and smiled. "| don't want to wait. We don't know what's going to happen tomorrow, or 
even today, and | don't want to die without knowing what it's like to be with you." His hand dipped into Dave's 


pants and wrapped around his erection. "I want you D" 


"Holy fuck T..." Dave gasped as Taylor's hand worked his length. He pulled at the laces of Taylor's pants, he 
loosened them enough to pull them down over Taylor's hips freeing his hard cock, he took it in his hand and 
began to pump him slowly. 


Taylor moaned at the touch and rolled his hips, Dave used his free hand to undo the laces of his own pants 
eventually untying them and pulled them down. Dave knew that this wasn't going to last very long, he could 
already feel the tingle in his balls and Taylor's breath was coming in short gasps. He ran a thumb over the 


head of Taylor's cock spreading the drops of pre-come down over his hard flesh as he slid his hands up and 


down. He groaned as Taylor's grip on his cock tightened and his pace increased. 


Dave watched Taylor's eyes widen as he pushed into Dave's hand and his hot come spurted over Dave's 


fingers. The look of pleasure on Taylor's face and the feel of his come on his hand sent Dave over the edge. 

"| love you T..." Dave exploded in Taylor's grip coating his hand with strings of white come. 

Taylor looked at him with those beautiful hazel eyes. "I love you too D." 

Dave felt tears trickle down his face, he pulled Taylor to him and kissed the man he had lost his heart to. 
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Chris and Nate worked their way down the trail pressed up against the cold rock wall, they knew that they had 
to get off the trail if they were to stand any hope of evading Mustaine and his mages. They froze at the 
sound of a horse clattering down the trail, the horse was rider less the reins hanging loose as the horse 
trotted by. 


"That's Pat's horse." Chris whispered his stomach dropping at the sight of Pat's empty saddle. 


Nate stepped out and grabbed the reins bringing the horse to a halt. 
"We have to go Chris." 


Nate climbed into the saddle and held out a hand to help Chris up. Chris grabbed Nate's hand but before Nate 
could pull him up he felt tendrils of icy cold wrap around his body paralyzing him in place. 


‘Chris come onl" Nats hand pulled at Chris but he was held fast by the binding spell. 
"Just go Nate." Chris growled at his friend. "Go." 


The mages were now in sight, advancing along the trail with Mustaine leading the way, the glow of power 


surrounding him. Chris stared in shock as Nate slid off the horse to stand next to him. 
"What the fuck are you doing Nate?" 


The redhead smiled. "I'm not leaving you to face him alone." He wrapped his hand around Chris's and squeezed 


his fingers. "We do this together." 


"So..." Mustaine smiled, "two for the price of one. Where are Grohl and Hawkins?" 


"As far away from you as possible." Chris spat the words. "Where's Pat? What have you done with Pat?" 
Chris noticed a smaller man with long honey blond hair standing behind Mustaine who visibly flinched at the 
mention of Pat's name. His eyes met Chris's then glanced away and Chris knew that Pat was gone. 

Nate squeezed his hand again and he felt tears gathering in his eyes. 

Mustaine signaled to one of the mages who moved forward and grabbed Nate pulling him to his knees. 


"Losing a friend is so very sad" Mustaine sounded anything but sad. "And if you don't want to lose another 
friend | suggest you tell me everything you know about Everlong." 


"Don't tell him anything Chris. Don't do it" 


The mage pulled back Nate's head and held a knife against his exposed throat. Chris looked at Nate, he couldn't 
let him die, he'd already lost one friend today and that was enough. 


"Let him go and I'll tell you whatever you want." 


Mustaine's mouth curled into a smile. "A wise choice." 


Chapter [9 


Despite his brave words Nate sagged with relief as the knife was removed from his throat. He was hauled to 
his feet and dragged up the rocky trail where his hands were tied behind him, Chris had received the same 
treatment and both men were forced to walk beside the horses. The black clouds that had suddenly gathered 
unleashed their fury soaking both men to the skin within seconds. 

They traveled up the pass until the trail opened out, they were marched across some open ground to a 
campsite set up against a large rocky outcrop. He and Chris were forced into a small tent where their legs 
were tied, they were informed that a ward had been placed around the tent to prevent them from using their 
power and any attempt at escape would be immediately noticed and immediately punished. The implication was 


clear, they would die if they attempted escape. 


Nate shuffled on his ass across the floor to sit next to Chris, the brunette had tears sliding down his face 
and Nate wished he could comfort his friend. 


‘lm so sorry Chris." Nate swallowed his own tears. "Pat was a good man" 


"lm going to kill that fucking Mustaine if it's the last thing | do." Chris's voice was shaking with emotion or 
anger, maybe both. 


Nate looked around the tent, there was nothing here that they could use as a weapon, nothing sharp to cut 
their binds, they were not going to get out of here easily. If we get out of here at all a voice in the back of 
Nate's head whispered. 

‘lm sorry Nate." Chris voice still shook but his tears had stopped. 

"Sorry for what?" 


"For getting you into this." 


Nate shuffled even closer to Chris leaning up against him. "I made my own choices Chris, | chose to travel with 


you, | chose to be here, | chose to stay with you. 
Chris managed a soft smile. "Then you're a bigger dick than | thought" 
Nate laughed. "I guess | arn 

"Do you think Tay and Dave got away?" 


"| don't know, they were at the back so they had the best chance." 


"I'd know if Tay was dead," Chris sighed, "he's my best friend, | would have felt it. We have a connection 
Nate almost fell over as Chris bolted upright. 


"That's it Nate!" Chris hissed excitedly. "What if | can reach out to Tay? Connect with him, let him know where 


we are." 

‘Like you did with me on the pass?" Nate remembered the pull he had felt that had led him to Chris 
"Yes, like that" If Chris could reach Nate who he barely know he could definitely reach Taylor. 

"What about the ward? Won't it stop you?" 

"| don't think so, that's to stop me casting a spell. lm not going to be using a spell" 

"We have nothing left to lose and it's worth a shot" 


Chris leaned back and closed his eyes. He pictured Taylor in his mind, he let his awareness drift and sent it 


away over the mountains. 
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Taylor was asleep, he was curled up in Dave's arms his head resting on Dave's chest, and he was dreaming. 


He was back at the university in Arlandria, back in the library filing books. Taylor was in a bad mood, he was 
sick of filing books and the pile never seemed to get any smaller no matter how many books he placed back on 
the shelves. Book after book after book was returned to its rightful place but for every book Taylor returned 
another ten appeared in the pile and he was getting angry. He looked at the book in his hands, it was the book 
his family had passed down through the generations, it was the book that held the secrets of Everlong. But he 
had already put that book back on the shelf, in fact when he thought about it he had put that book back 
dozens of times. He picked the next book from the pile, it was the same book, he picked up another, and 


another, and another, they were all the same book. 
He felt a tickle on the back of his neck, he looked up and saw Chris standing a few feet away. 


"Why are you just fucking standing there Chris? Help with the books you fucking asshole, | can't do this on my 


own. 
| can't help Tay," Chris held out his hands and Taylor could see that they were bound with rope. 


"Why are your hands tied?" Taylor tried to reach out but Chris retreated backwards away from him. "Are 


you ok?" 


I'm ok Tay, me and Nate we're ok" Chris was fading away. "Mustaine has us but we're ok" Chris was now just 


a flicker of light against the library wall. 


"Chris, please don't leave me. Please come back." Taylor was crying, screaming out at his friend. "What do | do? 


What do | need to do?" 

‘Its ok Tay, just use the book and find Everlong. We'll meet you there.” Chris's voice faded and Taylor was 
alone in the library. 
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Chris opened his eyes, his head was pounding from the effort of connecting with Taylor. 

"Did it work?" Nate asked. "Did you find Tay?" 

"| don't know, I'm not sure." Chris frowned. "| was in Tay's head but | couldn't really control what was happening, 
| think he was dreaming and | had to force myself into his dream. | managed to tell him we're ok but | couldn't 
hold the connection. I'm sorry." 

Nate smiled. "Hey its ok, Tay will figure it out” 

"| told him to use the book and that we'd meet him there." 


"Meet him where?" 


"Wherever Everlong is." Chris looked into Nate's eyes. "I don't know why | said that but it felt like the right 


words. We'll meet up with them when we find Everlong." 
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Dave was woken by a very excited blond who was shaking him by his shoulders. 

"What is it T?" 

"Chris and Nate are ok. They're alive." 

"What?" Dave sat up and looked around. "Where? Where are they?" 

‘| don't know but they're alive." Taylor kissed him and pulled back with a grin on his face. "They're alive D." 


"How do you know?" 


| saw Chris, in my dream." 


Dave's heart went out to Taylor. "T it was a dream." Dave wrapped his arms around him. "| dream about Kurt 


but its a just dream. l'm sorry T" 


"It wasn't a dream it was real," Taylor pushed Dave away, "well some of it was a dream, but the bit with Chris 


was real." 


Dave sighed, he knew what it was like to miss someone so much that you want to believe the dreams were 


real. "T..." 
"No D, it was real. It was like when Mustaine got in my head. Chris and Nate are alive." 
Taylor sounded so certain that Dave was willing to believe him. "Ok, so what do we do now?" 


Taylor pulled his book from his pack. "We work out where Everlong is because that's where we'll meet up with 


Chris and Nate. We need to find Everlong." 
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David stared at his hands, they were shaking so much that he couldn't hold the cup of wine he'd been given. 
His hands looked the same as they did yesterday but they weren't, he'd killed Pat and today they were stained 
with his blood, metaphorically speaking. He felt sick to his stomach. He muffled the sob that rose up in his 
throat, if Mustaine thought David had any regrets he would be dead, of that he had no doubt. 


His eyes drifted to the tent where Mustaine had the two boys held captive, once they had outlived their 
usefulness they would be dead too, as dead as Pat. Anger replaced the sick feeling, he wasn't going to let 
anyone else die, he was going to help those boys, and Grohl and Hawkins, he was going to make sure that they 
all stayed alive. 


He looked over at his red-haired lover; he was laughing with his men, smiling and joking, drinking to celebrate 
their victory, he was enjoying the fact that a man had died today. Maybe Mustaine could be saved, David knew 
that the man he once knew was still there, buried deep but still there, and if he could reach in and bring him 


back he would. But if not then he knew what he had to do, he would have to kill him. 


He gulped down his wine and rose to his feet, he was ready to face whatever came next, ready to do 


whatever was necessary to make sure Mustaine failed. 


End of Part | 


